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PREFACE. 



Carl Theodor Korner, whose memory 
is revered in Germany, no leas for his 
genius than his heroism ; and who is ho- 
noured by his countrymen with the trophies 
of the poetic lyre and the patriotic sword, 
is,'as yet, but little known in this country. 
A few of his compositions have been trans- 
lated, and Mrs. Hemans has written a beau- 
tiful little poem to his memory * ; but 
these constitute, I believe, the only testi' 
monies which our language possesses of his 
talents.j'and his life and his works are com- 

* In the Literary Souvenir for ISSS. 
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paratively unknown to the English public. 
This deficiency it is intended to supply by 
the following publication, which comprises 
a memoir of his life, together with versions 
of several of his poems, tales, and dramas. 
The life is simply a translation from the 
biographical sketch prefixed to his remains ; 
and the selections from his works comprise 
such productions as were considered best 
adapted to illustrate the merits of their 
author, as well as most calculated to interest 
and to gratify the English reader. For the 
translation of the Life, as of many other 
parts of the work, I am well aware that 
mwiy apolc^es are requisite — ^for the nar- 
rative itself I feel that none can be re- 
quired. The circumstances under which 
it was produced are sufficient to disarm 
criticism, even were it devoid of talent or 
interest of its own. It is written by Korner's 
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father ; — and aa the testimony of an afflicted 
parent to the merits of his lamented son — its 
brief and candid statements — ^its simple and 
unaffected details, and indeed its general 
tone of intelligence, of feeling, and of good 
sense, must endear it to every reader of 
judgment and of sensibility; and render it a 
tribute alike honourable to the parent and 
the child. 

I would not wish to anticipate, by any 
observations of my own, the pleasure which 
X am persuaded my readers will derive from 
perusing the works of this distinguished 
young man, and the narrative of his esti- 
mable lather j yet I most beg to offer a few 
brief and prefatory remarks on the merits 
of his productions, and the woith of his 
character. A review of the former will 
present a bright instance of early genius ; 
a consideration of the latter will exhibit 
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some of the noblest qualities that adorn and 
dignify human nature ; while both will unite 
to afford an illustrious example of youthful 
excellence ; to justify the sentiments of 
his countrymen, by all classes of whom he 
is regarded with enthusiastic admiration ; 
and to prove how still more eminent would 
have been his attainments and productions 
had his life been spared, and had it not been 
mysteriously ordained by Providence, that 
this admirable youth should be numbered 
among the great sacrifices which were to be 
made by his country, ere she could regain 
her freedom. 

His works consist of martial and miscel- 
laneous poems, prose tales, and dramas. - 
Of his poems, those of a martial character 
are commonly most distinguished ; they all 
breathe a high spirit of heroism, a strong 
hatred of tyranny and oppression, and a deep 
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sympathy for the afflictions of his suffering 
country. His miscellaneous pieces will also 
be found to exhibit some of the most ad- 
mired graces of refined and elegant poetry. 
His few prose tales are very beautiful com- 
positions, and induce us only to regret that 
be has left no more examples of this de- 
lightful style of writing. But his dramas 
are considered his highest efibrts, and these 
display, in the most striking manner, the 
power and fertility of his mind. He ap- 
pears to have essayed every species of dra- 
matic composition— to have attempted farce, 
opera, comedy, and tragedy, and to have 
succeeded alike in all. In comedy, his pro- 
ductions were exceedingly admired, and he 
was considered by distinguished critics to 
possess that genuine vis comica, which is the 
basis of all dramatic efforts of this kind : 
while in tragedy, the merits of his pieces 
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insured him the -moat substantial emolu- 
ments, and the most flattering honours ; 
and he was rewarded at once with the ap- 
probation of the public, the patronage of 
the court, and the favourable opinion of the 
most distinguished writers and critics. 

His collected works consist of four con- 
siderable volumes, varying in their degrees 
of interest and attraction, according to the 
nature of their subjects ; but, allowing for 
the imperfections necessarily incident to 
youthful efforts, all bearing the impress of 
high poetic genius. And when we re- 
flect on the various studies, avocations, and 
pursuits of the author, and consider that 
in addition to his academical career he 
also discharged the duties of a military life ; 
and that his various attainments were ac- 
quired, and he himself snatched away at the 
early age of twenty-two, we cannot refiise 
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our highest admiration of an instance of 
early genius, which is probably unrivalled, 
and certainly unsurpassed in the annals of 
literary distinction. 

While such were the t^ents of his mind, 
to those who peruse the following memoir, 
the virtues of his heart will be equally ap- 
parent. His character, indeed, was one of 
rare and admirable excellence, combining 
in a singular union all that was exalted in 
principle and heroic in sentiment, with all 
that was gentle in feeling and tender in 
afiPection. The narrative of his &ther places 
the connexion between himself and his son 
in the most interesting light, and nothing 
can be more touching or delightful than 
the picture here exhibited of their perfect 
friendship, confidence, and esteem. But it 
is in the great act of his life— his offering 
himself for his country, and joining the 
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army for the deliverance of Germany, that 
his character is displayed in all its varied 
attributes of tenderness and of heroism. 
That a youth so celebrated for talent, fame, 
and reputation should offer himself, at the 
call of patriotism and of religion, for the 
cause of his country ; and should sacrifice, 
on the altar of her ireedom, his hopes, his 
prospects, and his life, affords an example of 
heroic self-devotion, which may vie with the 
brightest records of the historic page ; and 
which must combine with his intellectual 
eminence, to render his name immortal, as 
long as piety, patriotism, and genius shall 
continue to be revered on earth. 

I trust, therefore, that I shall not be con- 
sidered by my readers as having added to 
the number of useless publications, in offer- 
ing to the English public the present me- 
morial of the celebrated German soldier- 
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poet. I have, at the same time, to solicit 
their indulgence for the following brief and 
unworthy tribute to his memory: — 

ffliadecrf the brave ! whose jroung, hennc Iwewt 

Hath omi'd a soldier's and a poet's fire; 
Whose youthiiil hand, with twofold ndtnir bleit. 

Hath dared to grtsp alike the sword and lyre. 

Forgive Uutt I, a stranger, would aspire 
To sing th J warrior and thy minstrel fame. 
And tell of those who nobly duired thy nanie. 

Thy Bunted uster and thy sonowing ^re ! 

For Valour's self hath moum'd her votary's doom. 
And Foesy hath bless'd with sweet applause 
This noUest victim in a noble cause. 

While both entwine their trophies on thy tomb I 

Forgive that I a stranger's p^se accord. 
And twine this frail, faint wreath around ihy lyre and sword I 
G. F. R. 
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/( may be neceisajy to append the Jollowing remarkt, vikick 
have mggetted ihemielvet daring the pfgrett of the 
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PEEFACE. XV 

The plates aj^nded to the present volume m&y deriTe some 
d^^ee of interest from the ciicumstance, thst they *re de- 
dgned aflei engravings from paintingB Ix; the nster of die 
poet, which were procnred from Gennany expieealy for the 
wm^. 

It will be perceived from the following memoir, that 
Kfinter's&tbetwBsamanof nocommonmind. Healludes, 
in the course of the mem(^ of his son, to his own intimacy 
(among other learned men) with ScMUor. To this it may 
be necessary to add, that their connexion was of the most 
a£fec^onate kind, and that the Life of Schiller, prefixed to 
Cotta's edition of his works, and esteemed as the best yet 
published, is from the pen of his friend K6mer> 

In addition to the eulogies already {mmounced in favour 
of Carl Theodor Komer, the following tribute, from the 
pen of the acute and discriminating Profesara Bonterwek, is 
extracted frvm the third volume of his Hisbay of German 
Literature: — 

" Theodor Kttoer, the spirited imitatra of Schiller, would 
have become a distinguished tragic poet, had he not met 
with the stJll more glorious fate of falling on the fidd of 
battle, while fighting for the deliverance of Germany." 
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LIFE 



CARL THEODOR KORNER. 



Carl Theodor Kurner was bom at Dresden, 
on tfae 33d of September. 1791- His father was, 
at that time, a Saxon Counsellor of Appeals, and his 
mother was the daughter of a deceased and esteemed 
artist of Leipzig, the engraver Stock *. The weak 
and precarious state of bis health, during childhood, 
required constant care, and his mental cnltiyation 
was thus rendoed an object of later attention. He 
vas chiefly in the opeo air, and passed his time, 

* Goethe, io hii Memoirs, mentkniB this udst in tenns of 
respect, m baving given faitn instructions in ngranng, during 
his stay at the VniTenity of Leipzig. — TsAxsLAToa. 
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4 LIFE OF KOENER. 

partly, among boys of his own age in a neighbouring 
garden ; partly, during summer, in the society of his 
parents and his sister in a vineyard (Weinberg). 
His education was, from these drcumstances, re- 
tarded much later than that of other children ; and 
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UFE OF KORNER. S 

a bold and daring rider, an excellent swimmer, and, 
in particular, an admirable fencer. His eye, hand, 
and ear, were happily organized by nature, and 
were rendered perfect by constant exercise. He 
was skilful in turnery, especially in works of the 
finer kind ; and he drew, with considerable merit> 
both mathematical figures and landscapes. But his 
inclination and his talent for music were yet more 
conspicuous. He already promised to excel on the 
violin, when he was attracted by the guitar, and to 
this latter instrument he remuned attached to the 
last. With his guitar on his arm, he would imagine 
himself transported back to the age of the trouba- 
dours. Several of his little original compositions 
for this instrument, as well as for the vcnce, were very 
successful ; and his just, fine, and animated style of 
playing was beard with great pleasure. But poetiy 
was the ruling passion to which he was devoted 
from his earliest years. His father, however, con- 
ceived it his duty, merely to allow the first poetic 
essays of his son, and not to exdte them. He had 
too high an opinion of the art in general, not care- 
fully to watch its dawning in one, for whom he was 
BO deeply interested, and he was especially anxious, 
that mere inclination should not be mistaken for 
inspiration. Facility of composition alone is, cer- 
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6 LIFE OF KORNKR. 

tainly, not a sufficient ground for the decision. 
The approbation which it is easy to obt«n is 
dangerous; and in disposiuons where idleness is 
mingled with vanity, the admiration which he re- 
ceives often induces the youthful poet to renuiin 
stationary in the original low situation which he at 
first occupies. Fortunately this was not the case 
with Komer, With the feelings of a true poet, he 
attached little value to the external marksof appro- 
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LIFE OP KOBNEB. 7 

his Beveoteenth year, and recaved instructitHi, for a 
time, partly at the Kreuz Schule, at Dresden, but 
ehiefly under the care of select private tutors, among 
whom was the future historian Dippold, who died, 
too early for his art, as Profeesor at Dantrig. A 
grateful mentkm is also due here to the present 
Pastor Holler <^ Lousa, for bis excellent instruction 
in {uety ; and to Professor Fischer, of the Saxtm 
Ritter Academy, for bis admirable tuition in the 
■nathemattcs. 

One of the most difiBcuIt tasks which a fathar has 
to discharge is that of guiding a son in the choice of 
a profes^n. A proper estimate of the advantages 
and discouragements c^ every reladon of life is not 
to be expected from youth ; and the reasons which 
determine them are often insufficient : while it is, at 
the same time, a delicate matter to countaiict tb^ 
wishes, since it is desirable, in animated minds, that 
thar pursuits should accord with their indinationf. 
Kbmer bad, also, to select a profesnon which would 
yield him a sufficient income, as he could not depend 
on the possession of a large estate. The art of 
mining offered peculiar charms for him, from its 
associations with poetry, and from the various food 
for the mind afforded by the auxiliaiy sciences ne- 
cessary for its acquircmmt ; while these studies 
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8 LIFE OF KORNER. 

were equally indispeiisable for the completing and 
perfecting his education. He required, in order to 
counteract his natural tendency towards those pur- 
suits, which were designated by the Greeks the 
music of the mind, a counterpoise of what may be 
termed intellectual gymnastics ; and thus the study 
of physics, of natural philosophy, of mechanics, and 
chemistry, presented difficulties to overcome, which, 
to a mind like his, proved, however, more attractive 
than repelling. 

No opportunity was wanting, at Dresden, to pre- 
pare him for the higher courses of instruction in 
mining at Freyberg ; as, in the house of his parents, 
many favourable circumstances were united, which 
w»« advantageous for the formation of his character. 
The natural candour, joyousness, and warmth of 
his disposition, developed themselves here without 
interruption. In a &mily, which was united by 
mutual confidence and adection, the claims of the 
boy and the youth were not disregarded ; and with- 
out ruling, he early enjoyed a freedom, within his 
sphere, which was highly beneficial. Besides this, 
his home had many other charms. All were sensi- 
ble to the delights of poetry and miudc, and to 
these the female part of the family added the 
acc(HnpUshments of drawing and painting. Small 
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LIFE OF KORNEE. 9 

evening parties were thus formed, at which viutors 
of talent were present. The son was, in such a 
rircle, received with perfect good will, and was 
much esteemed, because he was not forward or in- 
trusive ; but, on the contrary, was altt^ther unaf- 
fected, and entered, with interest, into all their dis- 
cussions. Some female friends of his uster, who 
were distinguished both for their mental and per- 
sonal charms, were delighted with his vivacity and 
talent ; white, on his part, he was not insensible to 
finding himself the object of their esteem. By this 
means he became accustomed to genteel sodety, and 
learned to appreciate the value of refined inter- 
coursa 

His father was one of Schiller's most confidential 
friends; and he had hoped, from this intimacy, 
lo derive considerable advantage for his son ; but, 
for such a result, Schiller unfortunately died too 
early. The last lime he was at Dresden was when 
young Eiimer was only ten years of age. Among 
those who chiefly contributed to form the growing 
mind of the youth, while he remained at home, was 
the Prus^an Colonel, Ernst von Pfuel, a most intelli- 
gent and accomplished officer, and the Danish poet, 
Ochlenschlager. 

In the summer of 1808, Komer commenced the 
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10 LIFE OF KORNEU. 

ttaiy of mining at Frejberg ; and the new student 
BooQ found himself placed in a very desirable atua- 
tion. The CounselkM-irfiiunmgjWeraer, was a friend 
of his father, and treated the son with peculiar kind* 
ness. Among the rest of the tutors, Professor Lam< 
padius distinguished him with eminent regard ; he 
found a friendly reception in the most distinguished 
houses ; and his talent of speedily ingratiating him- 
self with those young men who interested him, 
was rendered particularly available. It occurred, 
fortunately, that several accomplished and highly 
educated young mineralo^sts and chemists were 
assembled at the academy, at Freyberg, at that 
Ume. 

Komer, at first, pursued the practical part of 
mining with great zeal, shunned no hardship, and 
was quite at home in the duties of a miner's life. 
He piunted it in glowing colours in the poems 
which he wrote about tins period ; and the honest 
and experienced fraternity of miners, with whom 
he lived, he never could sufficiently describe. By 
degrees, however, a less attractive reality took place 
of the ideal ; and the mighty charm of those sciences, 
which are as auxiliaries to the art of mining, seduced 
him from its practice. Mineralogy and chembtry, 
in a pre-eminent manner, Aimtshed him with em- 
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UFE OF KORNER. 11 

}doymeiit. FossUb were collected, the mouDtainous 
districts were explored, charts were drawn, and, 
with the help of an experieoced friend, experiments 
in chemistry were made. Both Werner and Lam- 
padius remarked with pleasure the progress made 
hy tfa^r pupil. 

During two years' residence in Fr^b^, young 
Kbmer attained a maturity of knowledge and dis- 
cretion, which could scarcely have been expected 
from one of his years, and <rf his vivacity. Much 
influence was exercised over him by a young fellow- 
student, the partaker of his studies and his joys, 
named Schneider, a young man full of mind, enei^, 
and character ; but who was, through adverse cir- 
cumstances, inclined to melancholy. The butter- 
fly was attracted by this dark flower ; and the elder 
and more sensitive friend required to be treated 
with tender delicacy. A fatal event severed this 
union. Schn^der was a rash and daring skater, and 
while engaged in this exercise, he broke through 
the ice, and in spite of all assistance was lost. The 
sight of his dead body, and of that of another de- 
ceased friend, who was a promising artist, produced 
on Korner a deep and lasting impression. 

His prevailing liveliness of disporation was ex- 
tremely distant from frivolity. The characteristic 
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IS LIFE OF KORNER. 

Grerman perseverance was perceivable even in his 
most lively moods; and when apparently bent on 
exhausting the present moment of its enjoyment, 
he would willingly revert to pursuits of the most 
serious kind. An interruption to his studies was 
less pr^udicial to him, than it would have been 
perhaps to any one. 

Dresden is so contiguous to Freybei^, that he 
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LIFE OF KORNER. 13 

of the Duchess, had received from that lady a «m- 
mderable present to assist him towards the expenses 
of his academical studies ; and he knew how to ap- 
preciate the kind reception which he met in L(>- 
bichau. 

In the summer of 1809 he undertook, after suf- 
ficient preparation, a journey on foot through the 
Oberlaussttz, in the Silesian mountains, which proved, 
as inBtructive as it was delightful. Countvon Geszler, 
formerly Prussian ambassador at Dresden, with whom 
Eomer's father had been in habits of friendship for 
many yesrs, was then living in Sileda. He and the 
Prussian-Upper miningCounsellor, von Charpentier> 
gave the young mineralogist intelligence of the most 
remarkable objects connected with his studies, and 
Ukewise afforded him every facility for observing 
them with advantage. Introduced by Count von 
Geszler to the Count von Stolberg, in Peterswalda, 
and to the minister, Count Reden, in Buchwald, 
Ebmer was received by these noblemen with great 
kindness. The sublime and beautiful scenery had 
every charm for his poetic mind, and he ever 
reckoned his residence in Silesia amtrng the most 
happy days of his life. He expressed his feelings, 
while here, in several poetical compositions. 
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14 LIFE OF EORNER. 

From this period more seriousness and depth are 
pocetvable in bis poetic productions ; and, in par- 
ticular, we may obs^re a good, old, virtuous Ger- 
man feeling. He had not known religion as a. dark 
and gloomy task-mistress, or as a foe to innocent 
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UFE OF KORNER. 15 

tises, spiritual acMmets and acuigs, or other poetical 
compositions m passages from the Scriptures, and 
was to be ornamented vith appropriate engravings. 
A letter of his at this time contains the following 
animated passage : " Shall not then religion, for 
whidi our fathers fought and fell, equally inspire 
us? and shall not the tones of its poetry speak to 
the soub of many who yet lire, in all ihdr purity? 
There are several bright examples of religious tn- 
f^iTati<m in, and before, the thirty years^ war, wludi 
also deserve th«r bards." The completion of the 
plan was at that time prevented by several un- 
expected difficulties, though Komer's father used 
every effort to forward die design, and the cele- 
brated bookseller, Goeschen, of Lapzig, was pre- 
pared to undertake it. 

Koratx'e academical career at Freyberg tetmi> 
nated in 1810, and he, at first, deragned to remain 
at Tiibingen, with a view to profit by the inBtruc- 
tion of Kielmeyer. He afterwards decided on the 
newly estaUished academy at Bnlin, where more 
favourable circumstances were united for his further 
scientific improvement; yet at the same time Leipzig, 
where KOTner's father was horn; and many of his 
friends resided, and where also distinguished tutors 
were to be found for the son, was not wholly to be 
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16 LIFE OF KORNER. 

overlooked. It was, therefore, determined that he 
should remain at Leipzig half a year. The lectures 
at Freybei^ ended too late to allow him to profit 
by the commencement of the summer half year at 
Leipzig; the intermediate time he passed in tra- 
velling. He accompanied his parents to Carlsbad, 
where he made some agreeable acquaintances ; and 
afterwards spent some happy weeks at Lcibichau, 
where indeed he was detained longer than he had 
intended, in consequence of receiving an injury in 
his foot. On this account, he was compelled to 
abandcm a mineralogical tour, which he had pro- 
posed to take, on foot, to the Hartz mountains. 

His evening recreations at Lobichau were of a 
poetical kind. A lady of talent in the suite of the 
Duchess of Courland, a physician, and an artist, 
united with Komer to produce a diurnal paper, 
which they termed "Tea Leaves," which was merely 
intended to remain in manuscript, for the amuse- 
mmt of the society here assembled. Kiimer had, 
then,justappearedbeforethepublicaE an author. A 
collectimi of his poems had recently been published, 
under the appropriate title of " Blossoms." There 
was, perhaps, much to be objected to in so early an 
authorship, yet Komer''s father concaved that it 
offered advantages which compensated for all its 
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LIFE OF KOBNER. IT 

objecdonB. The youthful poet, by this meanB, hears 
the voice of severe censure, and is made sensible to 
those defects which have escaped the notice of his 
friends; while he also undergoes the trial whether 
harsh and unjust criticism ehaH disjnrit and deject 
him, or, on the contrary, shall stimulate him to new 
efforts. 

At the time of his arrival in Leipzig there were 
stHoe unbiqipy differences existing among the stu- 
doits. The two great parties were much exasperated 
against each other, and it was impossible for Komer 
to remiUD neuter. In making his election, he was 
guided alike by his own judgment, and by the con- 
nexions which he had formed at Freyberg. He did 
not side with the Renownists (Renomisten*), but his 
fancy hdghtened to him the peculiar charms attend- 
ing the life of the students (Studenten). He then 
endeavoured, and with tolerable success, to reconcile 
the dissensions of the contending parties. He ear- 
oesdy iqjplied himself to f^osopby and history, 
and also devoted several hours each day to anatomy. 
He was likewise member of an sesthetic sodety, and 
of the Macaria, an insUtulion for intellectual pur- 
suits and social pleasure. He established a poetical 

* See Russell'G Travels in Gennsny, vol. i. chap. 3. 
Tkanslatob. 
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18 LIFE OF KORNER 

association, was perfectly well received in all the 
most req>ectable houses; and in the drcle of joyous 
youths who were not yet subject to the cares of 
dvil life, he was conudered a worthy compauion. 
If, subsequently, he opposed some coercive mea- 
sures and would suffer no msult to his honour, and 
in his zeal for his friends overpassed the narrow 
limits prescribed by fear and cautitxi ; It is easy to 
percuve that he did not fulfil every requirement 
exacted by his academical superiws. 

At Berlin, whN« he arrived at Easter, 1811, he 
met an old friend of his parents. Counsellor Farthey, 
who received him in a manner the most gratifying 
to bis feelings. His father, on account of his early 
intimacy with Count Ht^inansegg, had furnished 
him with letters of introduction to that nobleman, 
who welcomed him with great kindness, and irader- 
took to direct tus botanical studies, which now re- 
quired to be pursued with earnestness. Another 
portitHi of his time, during the first half year, was 
devoted to attending the lectures of the Fmfesaora 
of histwy and philosc^hy. He also enjoyed, by 
means of CounselW Farthey, the unlimited use of 
the conuderable private library of Nikolai; while 
the Zelter institution for music and the theatre 
promised to sffi>rd him agreeable recreations irom his 
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studieB. Tfae&e fhvourable proepects wer^ how- 
ever, frustrated by the ttkcts of a tertian fever, 
which attacked him at the commencement of May, 
Tbe disorder ctmUnued far 'several week*, and from 
his frequent relapses, occasioned such wealuiess, aa 
to require the most energetic means to be used for 
bis recovery. TraveUing and change of lur were 
conndered likely to be beneficial; and the time 
thus lost appeared immateria], since the remaining 
lectures of the summ^ half-year were found to be 
of little consequence, from his not having been {He- 
sent at the commencement of the course. He re- 
paired to Carbbad, and rem^ed there a montfi 
with bis parents, and thence his inclinations would 
have led him to tfae Rhine and to Heidelberg. But 
bis father was di^usted with the ^nrit which per- 
vaded most of the German univer^ties, end con- 
sidered it his duty to place him in a utaaticMi, where 
all associations should be broken i^, which might 
have a prejudici^ influence on his ardent disposi- 
tion. He felt, indeed, that he had an important 
design to execute ; an event to whidi general rules 
can, scucely, in all caaes be made to apply. He had 
to place a promi^ng youth on a distinguidied pmnt, 
where his mental hiM^zon was to he extended, and 
his inclination to advancement and to perfection was 
c 2 
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to be excited and encouraged. On the whole, his 
father expected the best reaulu as likely to be ac- 
complished by a residence at Vienna. In addition 
to the superior advantages naturally connected with 
a capital, he reckoned much on the reception his 
son would meet in the house of the FrussiaD mi- 
niata and ambassador, William von Humboldt, 
with whom he had been in close intimacy for many 
years. He had also, on account of his friendly 
relations with Frederic Schlegd, to expect a like 
desirable welcome for his son from that eminent 
learned man. The youth was better preserved from 
the dangers incident to his age and dtuation, than 
other young men, by the rectitude of his own cha- 
racter : on this his father could safely rely, and he 
never found himself dec^ved. 

In August, 1811, on Theodor Komer^s going 
to Vienna, the decisive portion of his hfe com- 
menced. He found himself in a new world, full of 
youthful life and t^nrit, with all whidi he felt him- 
self in the most happy accordance ; yet did he 
never lose «ght of circumspection. Without neg- 
lecting social, intellectual intercourse, or denying 
himself pleasures of a refined and eUgible nature 
he devoted the greater part of the day to serious 
study, and was particularly fruitful in poetic pro- 
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ductions. Undisturbed by any contrary circum- 
stances, and cheered by the approbatkHi of his 
father, he could now yield to his native impulse for 
poetry, as the scientific knowledge which he had 
acquired at Freyberg, was calculated to affi)rd him 
the means of sub^stence. 

What his father most deared was, not so much 
his preparation for any particular pursuit, as the 
completion of his moral and intellectual chu-acter 
as a man ; for only such a one did he consider 
justified in aspiiing to be a poet. He was fully 
aware of the necessity of his son's attaining a tho- 
rough knowledge of history, and of the ancient and 
modem languages. He had a poetical object in bis 
historical studies, as these afforded him materials 
for his dramatic works. 

He was, for some time, engaged in the plan and 
preparadon of a tragedy called Conradin ; which, 
however, he never completed ; as, from the nature 
of the materials, much of the piece would have been 
objectionable to the censorship; and his object was 
to produce it at the theatre. His first essays con- 
nsted of two one-act |neces, in Alexandrines — the 
Bnde, and the Green Domino, which were both 
received with much applause. A farce called the 
Night-Watch was also very successful. 
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now began to attempl subjecu of a passionate and 
traj^c nature, which had ever possessed great attrac- 
tions for him. A tale of Heinrich von Klast's was, 
with some alteratims, wtwked up into a drama in 
three acta, called Toni. Soon after followed a ter- 
rific tragic piece, in one act, called the Expiation. 
He now considered himself prepared to venture on 
the producticra of the Hungarian Leonidas, Zriny. 
This was followed by ao appalling drama, called 
Hedwig, and a tragedy called Rosamund, taken 
from English history. His last dramatic work 
of a aerious kind, Joteph Heyderich, was founded 
on a real incident, the self-sacri6ce of a brave Aus> 
trian subaltern officer, who devoted his own life to 
save that of his lieutenant. He slill found time, 
notwithstanding these works, to produce three small 
oomic pieces, the Cousin from Bremen, the Officer 
of the Guard ( Wacht-Meister), and the Governess; 
as also two op^-as, the Fisher-girl, or Habvd and 
Love ; and the Pour Years' Post (der vieijahrige 
Posten) *, as well as several small poems ; and he 

• It ma; be aecessaiy to state, in order that this phrase 
may be better underBtood, that the piece is founded on the 
drcumstance of a regiment retamlng to the same quarters 
in a fortified town which it had occupied four yetn before.— 

TlAKSlATOR. 
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also concluded an opera commenced some time be- 
fore, the Miners (Die Bergknappen). Part of an 
opera which he had written for Beethoven, The 
Return of Ulysses, was also ready, and he had, like- 
wise, prepared a multitude of plans, both of small 
and large pieces. It would not have been posuble 
to accomplish all this in the short space of fifteen 
months, had he not possessed great facility of com- 
pontion, «4iich he had acquired by bis numerous, 
early exercises. The collecting the historic mate> 
rials, and sketching the plan, vaa what cost him 
most time ; and, as an example of his rapdity^ he 
was able to write a large work in ^e q>ace only of 
a few weeks of entire seclusion and uninterrupted 
exertion. A summer's residence at Doblingen, an 
agreeable village near Vienna, afforded every fiua- 
lity of this kind. 

His productions experienced, on the whole, a 
recepticMi far beyond his expectations. The public 
feeling showed itself the most eotbuaiastically at the 
first representation of Zriny. The author was called 
to appear before the audience in person, an honour 
altogether unusual in Vienna. But tbe single 
v<nces of certain critical judges, the favourable 
(^nnion of the judicious few, was yet more grati- 
fying to his feelings. The friendly judgment of 
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Goethe reached him from afar; and, by his influence, 
the Bride, the Green Domino, and the Expiation 
were brought out at Weimar, with particular care 
and with eminent success. 

Vienna perfectly fulfilled, and even exceeded the 
expectations both of fether and son. The delight- 
ful environs, and the treasures of art collected 
within this city, afforded Komer a variety of enjoy- 
menL He became acqumnted with the charming 
banks of the Danube in his return from Batisbon, 
whither he had accompanied a friend. The world 
of joy, by which he was now surrounded, and in 
which he soon found himself at home, excited in 
him feelings of accordant kind. Far from being 
enervated by it, his ardent nature received a new 
impulse] all his faculties were ex(nted; and the 
objects of his emulation were constantly placed 
higher. And no instructive, warning, or exciting 
vOTce was ever heard in vain, when it had once 
gained His esteem, whether by intellect, knowledge 
and experience, or by the charms of iemale accom- 
plishment. In this manner he was much indebted, 
not only to the intimacy of Humboldt, and of 
SchlE^l, but also to the elegant society which met 
at the house of the celebrated female poet, Caroline 
Fichler, and of Madame de Per^ra. But it was to 
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be attributed to a softer sentiment, that of love, 
that the faculties of hb youth were preserved, 
unweakened, amid the perils of a seduang capital. 
A lovely being, as if sent by Heaven as his guardian 
angel, eschained him, both by the charms of beauty 
and of soul. Korner's parents came to Vienna, ap- 
proved and blessed the choice of thmr son ; rejoiced 
in the e£fects of a noble and inspiring sentiment; 
and were looking forwards to a happy future, when a 
fortunate event appeared to hasten the union of the 
endeared pair. 

In Germany only one condition of life is known 
for a poet, that of an official situation, which 
will enable him to procure an independent subsist- 
ence for the practice of his art. This, fortunately, 
was Eomer's loL His appointment, as poet of the 
Court Theatre, was the consequence of the appro- 
bation with which the public received his dramadc 
productions, especially his Zriny. The emoluments 
attending this preferment assi^red him a sufBcient 
income. 

Komer was considered by his friends as a 
fovourite of fortune; and in his theatrical con- 
nexions, he never had to complain of envy or cabal. 
By his affable demeanour, and his courteous polite- 
ness, he was perfectly well received among all his 
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brotlier poets. The zeal with which the principal 
memben of the theatre exerted all their talents in 
bringing out his [ueces, was very evident. 

The interest which his productions now ex<nted 
in the first classes of the nation, gave cause, at the 
commenoement of 181 3, to a distilbction of the moet 
flattering kind. With his deep and patriotic feelings 
for the state of Germany at that period, the battle 
of Aspem was his great consolation, and the Arch- 
duke Charles his favourite hero. To him he dedi- 
cated two poems full of martial in^iration. He was 
honoured with an invitation from this esteemed 
prince, who received him with the most gratifying 
expressions of good-will. 

Komer had already determined to offer himself 
as one of the combatants for the deliverance of 
Germany, as soon, as opportunity offered. The 
Prussian outcry resounded, and nothing could then 
restrun him. " Germany rises !" he wrote to his 
father : " the Prusuan eagle, hy the beating of her 
mighty wings, awakes, in all true hearts, the great 
hope of German freedom. My poetic art sighs for 
my country — let me not prove myself her unworthy 
son. Now that I know what happiness can ripen 
for me in this life — now that the star of fortune 
sheds on me its most cheering influence — now is 
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this, by Heaven ! a sacred feeling whicii snimates 
me— this mi^ty conTiction that no sacrifice can 
be too great for that greatest mortal bleadng, our 
country's freedom ! A great age requires great 
souls, and I feel, within myself, the faculty of bdng 
as a rock amid this craicussion of the nations. I 
must forth — I must oppose my daring breast to the 
waves of the storm. Could I, think you, stand 
aloof, contented to celebrate with weak inspiration 
the success of my conquering brethren? I am 
aware that you will suffer much anxiety. — My 
mother too will weep — ^may God be her comfort !— 
I cannot spare you this trial. That I nmply ofler 
my life is of little import ; but that I offer it, crowned 
as it is with all the flowery wreaths of love, of friend- 
ship, and of joy, — that I cast away the sweet sensa- 
ti<ms which lived in the conviction that I have caused 
you no inquietude, no anguish, — this indeed is a 
sacrifice which can only be opposed to such aprize* !" 

* I would not preBune to pointont to the attention of my 
readers sentimeutB, the lenderneaa and heioiam of which all 
muBt have admired ; and I only append this note for the 
purpose of obeerving, that Eiimer had previoual; pnt into 
the mouth of a principal eliaracter in one of hia tragedies, 
expremont almUar to thoae which he here adoptt aa his own. 
See Zriny, act iv. acene 9.— Tbanslatob. 
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Theodor Eorner left Vienna on the 1 5th March, 
181S, with good recommendatione to the most in- 
fluential men in the Prussian annj. On his arrival 
at Breslau, he found that (the then) major von Lut- 
zow had announced the formation of the trea-ooTps 
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front Zobten. In Etirner's letters is the follow- 
ing passage : " At the cooclunon of the hjmn 
[a choral hymn written by Koraer], the pastor of 
the place, who was named Peter, made a powerful 
and aU-impressive oradon. No eye remained dry. 
At last he administered to us the oath, to spare 
nather our wealth nor our lives for the cause of 
mankind, of our country, and of religion, but to go 
cheerfully either to victory or to death. We swore ! 
on which he fell on his knees, and implored God to 
grant a blesmngon His combatants. By Heaven, it 
was a moment in which this consecration to death 
impelled every breast, and when every heart beat 
heroically ! The aforesaid oath was repeated by alt, 
and the o£Scers swore it on their swords. Martin 
Luther's hymn, ' A strong tower is our God,' (Ein 
feste hurg ist unser Gott), concluded this imposing 
solemnity,'" 

Eomer, by bis mineralo^cal excursions, had 
inured himself for the infantry service; and by this 
circumstance, as well as by constant practice in firingj 
he was, in fact, fully prepared for its duties. This 
decided his choice on entering the corps. He de- 
voted himself to his duty with great zeal and punc- 
tuahty. As a valiant comrade, he soon giuned the 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



80 LIFE OP KORNER. 

esteem of his brethren in anns, and won their love 
as a welcome and true companion in joy and sorrow. 
If assistance were necessary, he neither heeded self- 
sacrifice or danger ; and in cheerful drcles, he in- 
creased the joyousness of the moment by his happy 
dispo^Uon and social talents. Many traces certainly 
are to be found in his poems and letters of that date 
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hU compamcms in arms fell on hini, shcotly after bis 
entrance into the corps, for the post of obeijager*. 
He had to accompany major von Feta:»dorf, who 
commanded' the infantry of the oxps, on a mission, 
and received the charge to propose to the Saxons to 
unite and engage in the conimon cause f. 

This journey brought him to Dresden a wedt 
sooner than the Lutzow free-corps arrived there. 
There he saw his friends, fra: the last time, and 
received his father^s blessing on his enterprise I 

A friend of his father, the Prussiim major Wil- 
helm von Roder, who afterwards fell at the battle 
(^ Culm, at the head of his battalion, had, at that 
time, an appointment at the head-quarters of Ge- 
neral Ttm Winzingerode. He was desirous to have 
Theodor Eomer with him, aaA he was in a situa- 
ti(Hi which would have enabled him to render Kor- 
ner^s official duties both interesting and pleasant: 
but Eiimer remained faithful to his early alliance, 

* It»ppean Hmt this ixMt is that of a subftltera officer, 
whoae duties nearly COTrespond with those of a aeigeaat-nugOT 
in the English aervice.— Tbanslatos. 

t It was, doubtless, od this occasion, that he produced 
the admirable and eloquent " Address to the People of Sax- 
ony," which ranks among bis finest compositionB. 

Tbanslatob, 
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and followeil the Liitzow corps to Leipzig, where, 
on the S4th April, he was elected lieutenant bj the 
umversal suffrages of his eomrades. , 

The corps had now increased, and was destined 
to be employed, in unison with other flying troops, 
in the rear of the enemy's army, for the purpose of 
harassing them by petty warfare. However, the 
two corps already mentioned, which were to operate 
on both flanks of the free-corps, but not to advance 
till after them, were, in consequence of intervening 
circumstances, unable to fulfil their purpose. 

In the mean dme, an attempt was made by Major 
Ton Lutzow to pass the Saale near Scopau, and to 
press through the Hartz mountains ; but after cross- 
ing the river, intelligence arrived, thatacon^derable 
corps d^arm^e of French, under the Viceroy, were in 
mobon in the district through which the free-corps 
would have to pass, ere they could reach the moun- 
tains. The -light troops, also, who were despatched 
forward, were driven back by the superior force of 
die enemy. There appeared, however, from this 
state of things, some practicable means of fulfilling 
the instructions they had received ; which were, to 
approach the troops placed lower down on the right 
bank of the Elbe, in order either to act in unison 
with them, or to make them a point iTappui ,- with 
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the view of affording as^stance to the inhabitants 
of the north of Germany, who were weary of the 
fordgn yoke, and were ready to offer all thOT 
resources for the good cauee, but which, under the 
present circumstances, were enjoyed by the French. 
Major Ton Liitzow conducted his troop through 
Dessau, Zerhst, and Havelberg, as far as the neigh- 
bourhood of Lentz, where the free-corps crmsed 
the Elbe, under the command of General Count 
von Walmoden, in order to attack the enemy posted 
to the north-west of Danneberg- This took place 
under the orders of the above named general near 
the Goehrde, where, on the 1 Sth May, a dreadful 
engagement took place. 
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[The foDttwing li ■ moBlatum of Kiiraer'a cdebiued " Wta- 
Soof, mittea on ths nrarnlng of the battle of DumelMig i" it b 
fidlowcd bj bi* " fiajtt daring die battle." The W*r-Soag, with 
■uolbar nMnial poem, and the piece entitled " The Sword-Song," 
bare abo been tnnslated with gieat abUit; by I<otd F. L. Qowet.] 
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BtUnd us— in the ^oom of n^ht. 

Lie dcAM, dlignee ind thimg; 

AD, «)umwitb,ihe tfMut might 

Di^nca onr luulmi tai onr lumi. 

Our native ungne «m all pM&Dad } 

Oar GouDtty't mnple* orw th iowii | 

Our f*l(]ideat»y'd; ourbMioaiiuIit'dj 

And eoold wa weep thetc glori« gone t 

No I TOigeance inipited ua to jolti hout and hand, 

To avett BeaTm'a time bam out lorcd native land, 

And it> MTe bet PaHwHum, en yet it wai flown t 



Befne na— «hat bright Ktaa are ^ren ! 

The glorioui future*! gtddoi dreanu ; 

And Kt ', through opening gatei of hearen, 

The lovel; %bt of Freedom gleani) ! 
Qenaui arts again (hall meet lu, 

Gennan aonga diipd oui ^aam i 

All that 'a great again aball greet ua, 

AH that '■ Oil again tihall hloom. 

But a horrid uncataiDty nati <Hi jaa atrlfe, 

And (hou^ glory 'i the priie, yet the Make fa 11& t 

And our Tictoria but haaten a« on to the tomb. 
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Yet with God we m leek the fidd. 

Then denrte out latest breath i 
Out liva an offering we Till yidd, 

And biave thiongh Him the power of death I 
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Now, then — ftcah to jcatder fi^t, 

Turn with eager heut and blow ; 
All of Euth hu ta*ai lu fli^t, - . ~ 

Even beaToi fbiukea ni now I 
Thai let every TalUnt brothtt 

Prove himielfa hero hew, 
True hearts lee agsta each otha : 
Now, ftrewell to all taoat ieai ! 
Hark! he« ye the ihouu and the thundm before ye f 
On, brodlera, on I to death and to glory ! 
Ajld we 'II meet la another, a happieriphoe t 

[The following is the Prayer during the Battle :] 

Father, I caU rai dm t 
While the amoke of the firing enTelops my sight, 
And the l^htfilDgs of alai^ta are wing'd on thek Bi^!i^ 

Leader of battlea, 1 call on tbee t 

Father, ok lead me I 

Fadiei, oh lead me t 
Lead me to vlcfiy, or lead me to death I 
Lord, I yield to thee niy breath I 

Lord, ai thou wilt, so lead me I 

Ood, I acknowledge tbee 
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Ood, I acknowladg* One ! 
In Che grove when ilw leaves of the autumn are fading, 
Ai hen 'mid the tUtma of the loud cannonading, 

Fountun of love, I acknowledge thee \ 

Pathn, ohblcwmel 

Pathct, oh bku me 1 
I CMiunit m; life to the wai of Heaven, 
Fat thou eust take it u thou hasi given. 

In life and death, oh bl«M met 

Father, I jmUt ihte t 
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The French were driven back with decided dis> 
advantage, and the PnissiaD light artillery parti- 
cularly distinguished themselves ; the Liitzow ca- 
vah'y, which were at first employed to cover them, 
pursued the enemy as far as their orders allowed. 
The general was induced not to follow up his 
advantages farther, hut recroased the Elbe, near 
Doemitz, on the 13th May, with all his troops. 
Major von Lutzow could not, therefore, complete 
his intention of haras^ng the enemy in the rear. 
In the mean time, the French, after the battle of 
Gross-Goerschen, advanced by Dresden to Lausitz, 
and prudence required that care should be taken 
for defending the frontiers on all «des. The 
Liitzow corps was then variously employed by every 
general who commanded in its vicinity ; and, con- 
trary to its orig^al purpose, was occupied in 
guarding passes, covering bridges, &c. and was thus 
slightly retarded in its progress, though not ma- 
terially delayed. A good opportunity for the em- 
ployment of their force offered itself about the 
middle of May, when the land-sturm was organized, 
and the military government, on the right bank of 
the Elbe, was not insEiisible to the advantages to 
be derived from the presence of the free-corps and 
thdr leaders, in case of the enemy falling upon 
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them, as these troops were eminently skilled in the 
practice of petty warfare. 

Curing these transactions, they were regularly 
occupied in organizing and strengthening the free- 
corps, through the resources afforded by that part 
of the left bank of the Elbe which had been re- 
covered from the enemy. The anntng of great 
part of the brave inhabitants of Altmark took place, 
with the design of pressing farther onward. For 
this purpose, the cavalry of the corps advanced to 
the neighbourhood of Stendal, and remidned there 
for several days. 

This space of inactivity for the infantry was very 
tT3mig to Kiirner's impatience, and he expressed his 
feehngs in a poem which is to be found in the col- 
lection, " The Lyre and Sword." But even to him 
a chance seemed to offer of speedy exertion. On 
the 24th May he followed the cavalry to Stendal, 
as a member of the commission which was appointed 
by the commander-in-chief, to solicit the civil 
authorities of Westphalia to ccoperate in the pur- 
pose of an immediate military organizatitm ; and be 
found, on this occasion, on the S8th of May, that 
Major von Liitzow had determined on setting out 
on an expedition towards Thuringia, with four 
squadrons of bis cavalry and fifty Cossacks. Komer 
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earnestly entreated permission to accompany him, 
and his desire was fulfilled by his being appointed 
adjutant by Major von Lutzow, who highly 
esteemed him, and wished to have him near his 
person. 

The expedition passed in ten days through Hal> 
berstadt, Eisleben, Buttstadt, and Schlaitz, to 
Fiauen, though not without encountering great 
danger from the enemy, who were dispersed through- 
out these districts, but, also, not without effecting 
some important results. Intelligentie and informa- 
tion were procured, ammunition was captured and 
seized, and couriers on mis^ons of importance were 
taken prisoners. The gallant troop acquired con- 
siderable renown, and harassed the enemy much, 
especially by cutting off his communications. A 
plan was in consequence liud by the French Em- 
peror for the extirpation of the corps, that, as a de- 
terring example, no man should be left aUve *. The 
armistice, concluded at this moment, afforded an 
opportunity for putting it in practice. (The Duke 
of Fadua, it is obsorable, particularly profited by 

* This circumstance, the coTiectness of which we have no 
reason to doubt, cannot but be considerecl as a stain on the 
character of Napoleon, and will tend, with other drcum- 
Btances of similar kind, to prove that this great man had 
little or no magnanimity.— T a ansl a ids. 
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this armistice; for being shut up in Leipzig by 
generaJs Woronzow and Czemichef, with the co- 
operadon of two battalions of the Lutzow infantry, 
he was only saved by this cessation of hostilities.) 

Major von Lutzow had received ofiidal informal 
tion of the armistice at Flauen. Without expecting 
to meet with any opposition, he chose the shortest 
route to rejoin the infantry of liis corps, having re- 
ceived the most confid^itial assurances of safety 
from the enemy's commanding officers, and pro- 
ceeded along the high road, without interruption, to 
Kitzen, a village in the neighbourhood of Leipzig ; 
but here he found himself surrounded and menaced 
by a very superior force. Theodor £oruer was 
despatched to demand an explanation, hut, instead 
of replying, the commander of the enemy struck at 
him with his sword ; imd it being now twilight, a 
general attack was made on the three squadrons of 
the Liitzow cavalry before they had drawn a sabre. 
Several were wounded and taken, and others dis- 
persed in the surrounding country ; but Major von 
Liitzow himself was saved by the assistance of a 
squadron of Uhlans, who being in advance with the 
Cossacks, formed the van-guard, and consequently 
were not assailed at the same moment. He reached, 
with a considerable body of his troops, the right 
bank of the Elbe, where the infantry of his corps 
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and a squadron of its cavalry were already col- 
lected. 

Komer received ihe first blow, which he was not 
prepared to parry, as he approached close to the 
enemy's commanding officer to deliver his message 
without drawing his sabre, and was thus severely 
wounded in the head: the second blow only in- 
dicted a slight injury. He fell back, hut speedily 
recovered himself, and his spirited steed bore him 
in safety to a neighbouring wood. He was here 
occupied, at the £rst moment, with the assistance of 
a comrade, in binding up his wounds, when he per- 
ceived a troop of the enemy, who were in pursuit, 
riding towards him. His presence of mind did not 
forsake him, but turning towards the wood he called 
with aloud voice, "Fourth squadron, — Advance !" — 
His stratagem succeeded — the enemy were appalled, 
drew back, and thus afforded him time to conceal 
himself deeper in the wood. It had now become 
dark, and he found a place in the thicket where he 
could remain undiscovered. 

The pain of the deeper wound became very 
severe, his strength was exhausted, and his last 
hope was gone. It was in this extremity that he 
composed the beautiful sonnet, of which the follow- 
ing is a translation : 




LIFE OF KORNER. 



FAREWELL TO LIFE. 

Written in ike night of the IJtk and ISlh of June, « / 
laff, severely woanded and helpless in a viood, ex- 
pecting to die. 

My deep wound buim ; — mj pale lipi quske in death,— 

I feel mj fidnting beut leugn its strife, 

And nadiiiig now (lie limit of m; life, 
Lrad, to thy will I yield mj porting bteath ! 
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During the first hours of the night he heard, from 
time to time, the enemy who were in pursuit* 
searching the wood near him ; but he aAcrwarda 
fell asleep, and on waking in the morning, he saw 
two peasants standing over him, who offered him 
assistance. For this help he was indebted to some 
of his comrades, who had fled through the wood 
during the night, and had observed two country- 
men near a watch-fire, which was lighted for the 
purpose of seeming the materials, designed for the 
construction of a neighbouring fortification, from 
being purloined. These two men were interrogated 
by the Liitzow cavalry as to their disposition ; and 
being found worthy of confidence, were charged to 
seek and to save a wounded officer, who was con- 
cealed in the wood, and who would certainly reward 
their services. On thdr succeeding in finding 
Komer, he was much weakened by the great loss 
of blood. His preservers procured him some cheer- 
ing sustenance, and conducted him, by by-ways, 
to the village of Gross Zschocher, notwithstanding 
a detachment of the enemy occupied the place. A 
country surgeon, who, it seems, was not devcnd of 
skill, bound up his wounds; and many patriotic 
inhabitants of the village were ready to afford every 
assistance ; nor was there a single traitor, though 
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the eDeniy''s c&vtdry, who were on his track, and 
who knew that he had a considerable sum about his 
person belonging to the Liitzow free-corps, did not 
spare both promises and threats in order to discover 
him. From Gross Zschocher he wrote to a friend 
at Ifeipzig, who, with the greatest zeal, provided 
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The state of his wound would only admit of 
short journeys, and this drcumstance increased the 
danger of discovery in a country, which waa entirely 
occupied by the enemy's troops. Carlsbad ap- 
peared, under existing circumstances, the best place 
of refuge. He might there expect a friendly recep- 
tion, and the road which led to it afforded places of 
rest, and security from pursuit In Carlsbad he 
experienced the attentions of a mother from the lady 
of the chamberlain von Recke, and found an excel- 
lent physician for his wound, which had become 
worse during the journey, in Counsellor Salzer, of 
Ronneburg. After a fortnight's stay in Carlsbad, 
he was sufHciently recovered to pass through Silesia 
to Berhn, in order to make the necessary arrange- 
ments for resuming his former post, previous to the 
conclusion of the armistice. During this Ust re- 
sidence in Silesia and Berlin, he enjoyed many happy 
hours, renewed his former connexions, and here, as 
at Carlsbad, was delighted with the esteem of per- 
sons, whose good opinion must have been particu- 
larly valuable to him. 

Perfectly cured and recovered, he hastened back 
to his companions in arms, to recommence, by their 
side, his interrupted career. The Liitzow free- 
corps was posted, at that time, with the Russo-Ger- 
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man corps, tlie Hanseatic legion, and some English 
auxiliaries under the command of General von Wal- 
moden, ^>ove Hamburg, on the right hank of the 
Elbe. Davoust, who occupied Hamburg with a 
force superior in itself, and considerably increased 
by the Danish troops, threatened, from that place, 
(he north of Germany. On the 17th of August 
hoslihties recommenced, and the Llitzow free-corps, 
which was employed in the outposts, was almost 
daily in action. Kiirner remarked to his friends, 
" The genius of the great king *, on the day of 
whose death, the renewal of the contest for the 
freedom of Germany took place, will exert itself 
for his people.^ On this day he commenced, in 
the bivouac near Buchen on the Steknitz, his cele- 
brated war-song, termed " Men and Boys." 

Major von Liitzow had determined on conduct* 
iug, in person, a part of the cavalry of his corps in 
an attack on the enemy''s rear, which was to take 
place on the 28th of August. Towards evening 
they arrived at a place of refreshment provided for 
the French ; the troops made use of it, and after 
two hours^ rest continued th^r march to a wood 
near Rosenberg. Here they concealed themselves 

" Frederick of Pnuua. — Tbanslatok. 
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while awaiting the return of a scout, who was to 
bring them intelligence of the readiest way to a 
camp of the enemy which was badly guarded, at the 
distance of a couple of German miles (stunden). In 
the mean time some Cossacks, who were placed on 
the look-out on a neighbouring eminence, perceived 
a transport of ammunition and provisions, escorted 
by two companies of infantry. It wag immediately 
detHmined to attack them, and the enterprise 
proved perfectly successfuL Major von Lutzow 
ordered the Cossacks (about one hundred horse) to 
head the attack, and took half a squadron to fall on 
the flank t^ the enemy, leaving the remaining half 
where they were, in order to cover the rear. He 
himself led the assault made on the flank, and 
Kbmer acted as adjutant by bis side. An hour 
previous to this, and during the rest in the wood, 
Kiimer produced his last poem, " The Sword Song." 
He had written it in his pocket-book in the dawn 
of the S6th of August, and was, actually, engaged 
in reading it to a friend when the signal for the 
attack was made 

On the high road from Gadebusch to Schwerin, 
close to the wood which is situated about half 
a mile (halbe-stund) frcMi Rosenberg, the action" 
took place. The enemy were more numerous than 

VOL. I, E 
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had been supposed, but after a short resistance they 
fled, not having been cut off in sufficient time 1^ 
the Cossacks, across a small plain to the neighbour- 
ing grove of underwood. Among those who pur- 
sued them most boldly wta Eomer; and here it 
was he met with that glorious death which he had 
so often anticipated, and celebrated with so much 
enthusiasm in Ms poems ! 

The tirailleurs, who had quickly found a rally- 
ing point in the low wood, sent, from thence, on the 
pursuing cavalry a shower of balls. One of these 
struck Eomer in the abdomen, after having passed 
through his horse's neck ; it wounded the liver and 
spine, and immediately deprived bim of speech and 
constnousness. Hiscountenance remaned unchanged, 
and evinced no trace of any sensation of piun. No- 
thing was neglected that coutd tend to save him ; 
his friends immediately rused him up ; and of the 
two who hastened to assist him, through the conti- 
nued fire on this point, one followed him about half 
a year after, who may be [daced among the most 
noble and accomplished youths who were inspired, 
and who have int^nred others, in the sacred cause — 
the noble Friesen. Eomer was carefully carried to 
a neighbouring wood, and was delivered to the care 
of a skilful surgeon, but all human help was vain ! 
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The action, which, after this loss, so universally 
r^retted, took a very sharp direction, was speedily 
brought to a concluBioii. The Lutzow cavalry 
pressed forward, like enraged lions, Into the under- 
wood, and all who could not escape were shot, 
sahred, or taken. The small, but dear sacrifice of 
this day, which c<Misisted, beside Komer, of Count 
Hardenberg, a very promising and interesting young 
man *, and a Liitzow y^er, required now a worthy 
buriaL The remains of the three valiant fallen 
soldiers were placed upon a carriage, and conducted 
ia the van with the jmstmers, and with the transpcvt 
that was captured. The French troops, who had 
hastened forward, did not venture immediately to 
fc^ow the tnun, as they occupied much time in 
scouring the wood, in which they suspected that 
troops were lying in ambush. 

Komer was interred under an oak, near a mile- 
stone on the road irom Liibelow to Drrakrug, near 



* This young nobleman serred as a volunteer in tfae 
Ruenan army, and led, in this expedition, a part of the 
CosBackB with great courage ; he receiTed his mortal wound 
close to the underwood, not far from Earner, and almost at 
the tame moment. 

e3 
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the Tillage of Wobbelin, which is about a mile from 
Ludwigsliist. He was buried with all the honours 
of war, and with all the marks of esteem and love 
of his deeply-alfected brethren in arms. 

This place, together with the oak and a surround- 
ing space, Komer's father received as a present 
from the noble-minded prince, his Serene Highness 
the Prince of Mecklenburg Schwerin. The grave 
is now inclosed with a wall, is planted, and distin- 
guish^ also by a monument of cast iron. Here now 
repose, also, the earthly remuns of the equally pa- 
triotic sister of Komer, Emma Sophia Louisa. A 
silent grief for the loss of her brother, whom she 
tenderly loved, [weyed on her life, and ^e survived 
him only IcHig enough to paint his portrait, and to 
make a drawing of his burial-place *. 

Among those friends who coteredjiis tomb with 
turf, there was one named von Barenhorst, a noble 
and acc(»nplished youth, who found it impossible to 
survive such a death ; and a few days after, being 
placed on a dangerous post in the battle of the 

* Sm the besutifnl poem of Mrs. Hemans, in alluuan to 
Ihii circomiUace, in the Litenry Souvenir for IBtS. 

Translator. 
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Goehrde, he threw himself on the enemy with these 
words : " Komer, I follow thee ; (Eomer, Idi folge 
dir)* ;" and fell, pierced with many balls ! 

Thus far proceeds the narrative of Eorner*s life ; 
the following are the detaUs respecting his tomb : — 



THE TOMB OP THEODOR KORNER. 

Wobbelin, a village in the duchy of Mecklenburg, 
a mile distant from Ludwigslust, was the place 
where a great part of the Liitzow bee-corps were 
aBsembled, as Theodor Komer's corpse was brou^t 
there. Not far from the high road which leads 
through this village, from Ludwigslust to Schwerin, 
stands an oak of high and strong growth, yet un- 
touched by the axe. This was peculiarly Komer's 
tree ; in his poems he had often celebrated German 
oaks with affection, as consecrated to his brothra? 
in arms. Under its hanging branches they dug his 
grave, and carved his name on the stem. 

* It is observable that this is an expression frequentlj 
used by Kcirner in hiE druoatic pieces, and on this account 
may have been adopted by the subject of this anecdote. 

TnANSLATOR. 
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Such an intermefit was entirely in the spirit of 
the departed, and his sorrowing father acknow- - 
ledged it with the sincerest gratitude. There now 
remmned only one care, to ensure the security of 
the place of interment ; ^nd this it was in the power 
of a noble-minded prince, the Heir Apparent of 
Mecklenburg Schwerin, to provide, by offering an 
honourable place in the churchyard of Ludwigslust. 
But his father begged for Uie oak which had been 
consecrated by the valiant friends of his son, and 
for a small surrounding space of ground. His 
prayer was granted in a manner that plainly indi- 
cated the good- will of the Prince, 

The portion of land belonged to a ducal domain, 
and a part was appropriated for the use of the 
parish of Wbbbelin. By his Serene Highness, the 
reigning Duke of Mecklenburg Schwerin, the oak, 
together with a surrounding space of forty-eight 
square roods, was presented to the father of Theodor 
Komer, and stone and chalk for the erection of a 
wall round the monument was also provided ; the 
inhabitants were likewise compensated, who were 
deprived, by this gift, of a plot of ground which was 
previously enjoyed by them. 

By the victories of the allied powers the tombs 
of the Gennan warriors were preserved in security, 
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and veneration, f<n: th^ monumeDts could be safely 
confided to the liberated people. Such a monument 
was due to Theodor Konier. Iron appeared to be 
the most proper material for its construction ; and 
after a design of the master of the works, Thonneyer 
of Dresden, a very successful production was de- 
livered &om the royal iron-works at Berlin. 
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The following is a description of the monument : 
— The Lyre and Sword, encircled with the oak- 
wreath, are placed upon a four-sided altar. The 
inscriptioD on the front is as follows : — 



CAM- THEODOR KORNER, 

V THE ESTEEM AND AFFECTION 
F Hie BRBTBKBN IN ASMS, 
COMMITTED TO THE earth! 



On the opposite side are the following words : 
CARL THEODOB KORNER, 



I.ASTLT,TO THE FIELD FOR THE DELITEBANCBO 



IN THE LUTIOW FRRR-CORF8, 

HE WAS, IN AN ENOAOBHBNT 

BETWEEN 8CHWERIN AND GADBBU»CU, 

ON THE 26th AVaUST, 1S13, 

8UDDENLI HILLBD BT A BALL FROM TUB BNEKT. 
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The ingcriptiom on the two remaining sides of 
the altar consist of passages from the poemsof the da- 
ceased. The following are tbe extracts selected :— 

Hail to tbe miiuti^I u young and so brave. 
Whose nloor hath won him • freeman's grave. 

And, on the opposite aide, 

Fatherluid, well die for theel 

Tfame we love shall tell our Htorj*, 

Those our deaths shall render &ee; 
And the tree of thy Freedom immorUl shall httom. 
Even though its young branches tball wave o'er our tomb. 

The monument stands before the grave, in the 
midst of an oblong square, surrounded by a wall, 
and is shaded partly by the oak, partly by bushes 
and flowers. It may be seen, and the inscription 
may be read, through an iron lattice-door. To 
this door, an alley of poplars conducts from the 
highroad. 

That all this was accomphshed to his fathei'B 
satisfaction, notwithstanding the distance from his 
place of abode, be was indebted to the noble zeal 
and the enunent activity of two patriotic in^viduals. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



58 LIFE OF KORNEK. 

The Ducal Judge aod Chief-Advocate, Wendt, and 
the Ducal Inspector of gardens, Schmied, attended 
to this matter as their own peculiar care. They 
were assisted on all sides, ef{)ecially by M. Drost 
von Bulow. In particular, Theodor Kbrn^^s re- 
latives can never sufficiently testify how much their 
sorrow was mitigated by the sympathy which met 
them, on all ffldes, in the Mecklenburg dominions ; 
not only from the personages of the reigning house, 
but also from all chisses of the inhabitants, down 
to the well-^lisposed peasants of Wobb^in. Espe- 
cially remarkable was the fervour of the first eccle- 
siastics in Ludwigslust, and of the individuals of 
the ducal chapel (who, in the musical world, have 
acquired great reputation by the fame of Neumann), 
on the occasion of erecting the monument over the 
grave. 

In the presence of a numerous assemblage of all 
dofises, the whole nmipany began a stnun of mourn- 
ful music ; on tliis fidlowed a heart-exciting oration 
from the Court Chaphun, Studemund, and a pious 
poem of E6mer''s compoution closed the cere- 
mony. 
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Among the various poetic effusions, which luTe been con- 
secrated by the bards of GermBny, bi the memory of the 
yonthrul Eoldier and poet, I have selected for traDsIation 
the following singular but s^nrited eiWoii of the poet 
Kind. I have chosen this from the other trihules to 
Komer, not only because it servea to exemplify, in a 
peculiar manner, the veneration of his cauntrfmen for his 
memory J but becauK it also embodies and illustrates 
paasage* of some of his own most admired compocdlions.— 
The extracia from Komer are printed in Italks. 



KORNER'S OAK, 

A FANTASY, 
BY FREDERIC KIND. 

Thne, Twilight, the sky all obscured with thick clouds.— 
Under an old oak is a fresh-dug grave. — A grey-headed 
old roan, wrapt in a dark robe, is leaning on the stem of 
the oak. — Prom the distance approaches a host of warriors 
singing strains of mournful tone, and bearing, in the midst, 
a coffin on a bier. 

CHORUS OF VARRIOR8 CONCLUDES. 

"God, t yield myse^ to ihee! 
When the thunders qfhattle are hud in their strife, 
And ray opening veins pourjbrth my life, 

God, I yield my life to thee .' 

Father, I c(Ji on thee ,'" 
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THE OLD MAN. 



Sund, warriors ! and report : whose corse is this 
Which, with that lovely, but terrific song. 
Ye bear, among you, to its mother earth i* 
For know, this oak o'ershadows holy ground : 
A valiant band hath chosen me to guard 
This grave, and keep it for as brave a heart 
As ever beat within the breast of youth. 



Say, who appointed thee to guard this grave ? 



SEVERAL VOICES. 
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FIRST WAHSIOK. 



He who sleeps in his cofRn here 

Obey'd the call to glory's strife, 
And his minstrel art he counted dear, 

As the noblest gift of mortal Ufe. 

And he sung, in youthful fancy's dreams, 
Of the pfts of nature's glorious dower ; 

And stiU his sweetest, fondest themes 

Were of love and o{ beauty's magic power I 

SECOND WARSIOB. 

But when the youth, with patriot ire, 

Beheld his country desolate. 
He bode sublimer struns as^nre. 

And pnused and envied Zriny's fate ! 

He woke again Alcseus' lyre, 

He pointed to blest views on high ; 

And wide as'rung bis notes of fire, 
Did weapons gleam and banners fly I 
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OLD HAN. 



The power of song is not unknown to me. 
The bards of dd — ^helieve the tale, young man !— 
Were never idle when the time required ; 
And often have their echoes met my ear. 
When 'mid the ripeD''d harvest songs of Jight, 
Through Geld and wood, from hill and valley, rang. 
Our fathers too were worthy of their barde, 
Yet he whom here our mother earth awaits 
Was nobler still t The ralnstrers song of fire 
Awakes the warrior''s steel, itself no weapon, — 
And well ye know the strife requires the sword. 



All this felt he, who sleeps within this bier. 
THIBD AND YOUNGER WARRIOR. 

He flew through smoke and fire, 
To where the danger prest ; 

And crossed the sword and lyre 
Upon his warrior breast { 
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He shone like one of those 

Bright forms, to whom 'tis given 

Agunst his hellish foes 

To guard the King of Heaven. 

Though arm'd with glittering spear, 
And flaming sword of might ; 

The monsters disappear. 
And sink in endless night. 

With a face like a face of light, 
And a form like tliose above, 

So shone he to our «ght, 
So lives he to our love ! 



Who ungs of noble deeds, in noble strains. 
Deserves great honour ; but far greater he 
Who dares, himself, achieve the deeds of song. 
Yet must I bar your access to this grave : 
For have not youth and age un^eathed the sword 
Prepared for freedom and her holy band ? 
And have not Gemutn dre and son gone forth. 
And bum'd with ardour for the patriot strife ? 
Yet all have not deserved the noblest meed ! 
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The phoenix flies, from instinct, to the flames, 
Seeks death, and flnds it. Venerable Bage ! 
Look on our dead one ! see his crimson gore ! 
He sung, he fought, he fell but for his country. 

^He draws back the covering of the cqffin. — Several 

warriori dram near aith torches. — The bloody corse 

U seen covered leith oak-leaves. 

OLD MAN {q/ier a pame). 

Yes, lay the honour'd youth in honoured dust ; 
And lay a sword, too, with him in the tomb ! 
That thus, when many suns have run their course, 
Should shame and slavery threaten our loved land. 
The peasant, when he jdoughs the sabre up. 
May know what deeds his ancestors have.done. 
Yet, not kis sword, — each sword is needed now : 
And see! his steel is keen, and fit for war. 
Ye '11 And another sabre; — search and see. 

A GBAVE-DIGGEK (tO the LEABEB). 

Yes, in the twilight, as we dug this grave, 

VOL. 1. F 
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And found it deep, and cover'd stone with stone, 
Hoping to find a treasure buried there, 
We only found, at length, this iron swm^, 
Weighty and stnmg, and half consumed with rust. 

^l%t old mart bnwt his head Howly and agniflcantly, 
t/itldt a step backward, and then remainijtxed. 



How strange is this ! — Obey the hoary sage. 

^Tht tuiord u plaetd in the coffin i while this is done, 
and at it is covered uiilh earth. 



" He wakeg u9 turn to prospects Uegt 
Of happier dat/t and brighter fkies; 

He inspires each warrior's breast; 
Germans all, awake ! arise ! 

He leads us through ike path qfnigflt. 
He the guide of ail our ways. 

To youthful Freedom's dawning light : 
To Him alone be ail the praise f" 
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Now carve our dead one's name upon the stem. 
That future ages may know Eorner's oak. 
Come, comrades ! haste,aiidbearyourtorcheshere! 
^At thii moment, before the torchea apprvaeh, the 

moon beanu from behind a chud, and light* the 

itetn : the old man ditappears. 



Where is the old man now? 

WARRIOR. 

Dissolved in air ! 
The vei^ moment that the moon shone out. 
I saw him as he vanish'd ; — his white beard 
Flow'd like a stream of nlver on his breast, 
And mildest looks were gleaming irom his eye ; 
An oak-wreath twined around his hoary brow. 
And a harp echoed in hie wanng hand I 
See ! the tree treraUeB ! and ib lofty boughs 
Shake in the blast, while all around is calm I 

F2 
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voiOE^om the oak, (at the moTtient the bark i 
carved ■with his name). 



This oak o'er-shadows now two sleeping bards. 



Hark ! hark ! the earth speaks ! 



Sounds are heard on high, 
Like songs of spirits or wind-harmonies. 

QSo/l imuic it heard, which loon becomes mingled 
with tong. 

A VOICE Jrom above. 

Cease to mourn the will of. Heaven ; 

Know, a sacred cross of light 
The Lord, himself, to me hath ^ven, 

To bear b^ore you in the AghL 
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CHORUS on high. 



And our banner beams bright in the heavenly field. 
And heaven must conquer, and hell must yield. 
Glory to God ! 



WARRIORS. 



Welcome, brethren ! come with sword. 
Come with lances in your hand ; 

Descend, ye warriors of the Lord ! 
Descend and save your native land ! 



We stand by your side in this holy strife, 

And lead you to glory and endless life. 

Honour to God • Gloria ! Gloria '. 

^3£vtic and tinging are heard. 



Hark ! heard ye what the choir of angels sang ? 

\_He Ihrawt himself on the ground i and, while praying, 
lijls up hit iword to heaven. — All kneel round him 
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O lead us through life, and through death, we pray ; 
To success, and to Freedom's dawning day ! 

[[7n the dUiance a long continued peal of fkitmUr. — 
Ruing up with enthuiiasm. 
Now, comrades, draw your swords ! Grod is with us ! 

ALL (Joyfully uniting in song). 

" The mBrriage-morn of strife 
Dawns for the soldiei's wife.'" 

Hurrah ! 
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The following pieces, as well as thoee introduced in the 
Memoir, are selected from the brief collection, entitled 
" The Lyre and SwonL" 



MY FATHERLAND. 

ISIS. 



Where is the minstrel's fatherland F 

Where noble spirits beam in light ; 
Where love-wreaths bloom for beauty bright; 
Where noble minds enraptured dream 
Of every high and hallow'd theme. 
This "was the minstrel's fatherland ! 
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How name ye the minstrel's fatherland ? 
Now o'er the corses of children slain 
She weeps a foreign tyrant's reign ; 
She once was the land of the good oak-tree. 
The German land — the land of the free. — 

So named we once my fatherUnd ! 

Why weeps the minstreVs fatherland ? 

She weeps that, for a tyrant still, 
Her princes check their people^s will ; 
That her sacred words unheeded fly. 
And that none will list to her vengeful cry ; 
Therefore weeps my fatherland ! 

Whom calls the minstrel's fatherland ? 

She calls upon the Crod of Heaven, . 
In a vcHce which vengeance' self hath given ; 
She calls on a free devoted band, 
She calls for an avenging hand ; 
Thus calls the miastrel's fatherland I 
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What will she do, thy fatherland ? 

She will drive her tyrant foes away, 
She will scare the bloodhound from his prey. 
She will bear her son no more a slave, 
Or will yield him at least a freeman's grave ; 
This will she do, my fatherland ! 



And what are the hopes of thy fatherland ? 

She hopes at length for a glorious prize ; 
She hopes her people will arise ; 
She hopes in the great award of Heaven, 
And she sees, at length, an avenger given i 
And these are the hopes of my faiherluid i 
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'Tib evening ; alt is husVd and still ; 

The sun sets bright in ruddy sheen ; 
As here I wt, to muse at will 

Beneath these oaks' umbrageous screen ; 
While wand'ring thoughts my fancy fill 

With dreams of life when fresh and green, 
And visions of the olden time 
Revive in all thmr p(mip sublime. 

While time hath call'd the brave away, 
And swept the lovely to the tomb ; 

As yonder bright but fading ray 

Is quench'd amid the twilight gloom : 

Yet ye are kept from all decay. 

For still unhurt and fresh ye bloom, 

And seem to tell in whispering breath. 

That greatness still survives in death I 
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And ye survive I — ^mid change severe, 
Each aged stem but stronger grows, 

And not a pilgrim passes here, 

But seeks beneath your shade repose. 

And if your leaves, when dry and sere, 
Fall fast at autumn's wintry close, 

Yet every falling leaf shall bring 

Its vernal tribute to the spring. 

Thou native oak, thou German tree, 
Fit emblem too of German worth ! 

Type of a nation brave and free. 
And worthy of their native earth I 

Ah I what avails to think on thee, 

Or on the times when thou hadst birth P 

Thou German race, the noblest aye of all. 

Thine oaks still stand, while thou, alas .' must 
fall. 
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The foreign tyrant's dreaded might 

All shall vanish and depart, 
And youthful Freedom's dawning light 

Shall glow in every mind and heart. 
Come, then, on to yonder strife; 

God himself directs our ways ; 
He our all in death and life, 

To Him alone be all the pr^se ! 

He wakes us now to prospects blest. 

Of happier days and brighter skies; 
He inspires each warnor*s breast ; 

Grermans all, awake ! arise ! 
He leads us through the path of night, 

He, the guide of all our ways, 
To youthful Freedom's dawning light; 

To Him alone be all the praise ! 
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YAGER SONG. 

TO A POPULAR GERMAN AIR. 



CoiiE on, ye yagers, bold and free. 

Your rifles in your hand ; 
Come on, the brave the world overthrow, 
Then seek the field, and meet the foe ; 

Come, for your fatherland ! 

From east, from west, from north and south. 

Revenge shall swell our ranks ; 
From Oder's flood, from Weaer, M^n, 
From Elbe, and from old father Rhine, 

And from the Danube banks. 

Yet we are one, although we dwell 

Ry many a distant flood ; 
One tongue unites us in its band ; 
One God, one hallow'd fatherland, 

And one true Gierman blood ! 
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Then, brethren, say, with such a band. 

Shall we e'er dread di^;race 'f 
No ! we shall triumph, as the brave 
Have triumphed, ever, o'er the slave, 
And freemen o'er the base ! 

Come then, and in the bloody fight 

The Lord shall be our shield ; 
And we '11 requite Him with our blood. 
For freedom is the highest good. 
Though bought in many a field ! 

Come on, nor beed though softest tears 
From weeping beauty flow ! 

Our God shall help us from on high ; 

Come seek the field, and win or die; 
Come, yagers, meet the foe i 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



MABTIAI. POEMS. 88 

When the call of the trumpet our ears hath riven, 
And pierced through our souls like the thunders of 

heaven,^ 
Canst thou at the ball and the theatre throng, 
And delist thy base spirit with dance and with 

song? 

O thou art, &c. 

When the heat of the day hath our strength bereft, 
And we scarce have a drop of cold water left, — 
Canst thou at the feast and the banquet recline. 
And quaff of thy foe's the Frenchman's wine ? 
thou art, &c. 

When we, in the press of the deadly fight. 
Have breathed our last prayer for our soul's de- 
light,— 
Canst thou be contented to purchase with gold 
The caress of a wanton, so hollow, bo cold ? 
O thou art, &c. 

When balls are hissing and lances are ringing. 
And death in a thousand shapes is spiin^ng, — 
Canst thou at the card-Uble practise thy skill, 
Delighted to capture — the king with spadiUe? 
O thou art, &c. 
g2 
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And when in the conflict we yield our breath, 
And welcome our fate — a soldier's death, 
Thou may'at hide thee away in thy silken vest, 
With all the despair of a coward opprest ! 

For a coward's life and death are thine, — 

No German laud for thee shall pine, — 

No German song thy praise assign. 

Not cup he filled for thee with wine, 

Who hast fled from thy post in the patriot line. 
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SWORD SONG. 



My sword, why art thou gleaming, 
In rays of splendour beaming ? 
Thy master longs to know 
Why thou shouldst glitter so ? 

" A freeman 'tis that wields me, 
And 'tis this such transport yields me ; 
I 'm proud to be a brand 
Clasped in a freeman's hand i'^ 

'Tis true, my trusty sabre, 
In Freedom's cause I labour ; 
And clasp thee to my side, 
Ay, love thee as my bride ! 

" And I alike am giv«i, 
Master, to thee and heaven ! 

When shall our nuptials come ? 

When wilt thou bring me home?" 
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Of our glad bridal tnoraing 
The trumpet shall give warning ; 
Amid the cannons' strife, 
I '11 seek my warrior wife. 

" O happiness completing, 

I long for such a greeting ! 

My bridegroom, brave and free, 
My bridewreath blooms for thee." 

What is 't my sword entrances, 

That in the sheath it dances, 
As if to meet the foe : 
My sword, why dancest so ? 

*' O well may I be dancing 

When spear and shield are glandng ; — 
When I expect the fight, 
Well may I gleam so bright." 

O stay, my bride, my lover. 
Within thy good sheath's cover ; — 
O but a moment stay, 
1 11 fetch thee soon away ! 
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" Then be not long in staying, 

I cannot brocJc delaying ; 

But, rather, red uid gory, 
I 'd win my way to glory." 

O come then, leave thy leisure, 
My bride, my only treasure ; — 
Now come, my darling, forth. 
And show the world thy worth ! 

The smile of Heaven is shedding 
Its blessing on our wedding; — 
See how my gallant bride 
Glows in her nuptial pride ! 

Come on, ye sons of glory, 

To deeds of deathless story : 

Your hearts will glow so warm. 
With your loved ones on your arm ! 

Once on our left-hand, slighted. 
They hung; but since we've plighted 
The sacred nuptial vow. 
They grace our right-hands now. 
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Then, comrades, snatch your blisses, 
And print the steel with kisses ; 
And when that spell is tried, 
Say who 'd forsake his bride ? 

Now leave the loved one singing, — 

While sw<M:d and spear are ringing. 

The marnage-mom of strife 

Dawns for the soldier's wife I 

Hurridi ! 
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The following pieces are from his Sliscellaneous Poems. 



THE MINER'S LIFE. 



The youth descends the gloomy mine, 
Master of the world diviDe, 
That lies within the deep earth''s womb, 
Where no sunlight cheers the gloom ; 
And the youth must draw iiis breath 
Amid that gloomy realm of death. 
And when, to run his daily rounds, 
- The sun starts forth the day to bless, 
Hark ! the mountain all resounds 
With the miner^s word, " Success 1" 
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'Tis silence all— and see, a band 
Of shadowy spectres round us stand ! 
Yet we hold them not in fear ; 
Miners all are masters here ; 
We their various tasks assign, 
And bid them labour in the mine 
For they must obey our will 

By an everlasting ban ; 
And we rule these spirits still 

By a potent talisman. 

And the Naiads all, who lave 

Ther beauteous forms in crystal wave, 

Along the mine delight to steal. 

And turn, with magic hwid, the wheel j 

They love to mark its mighty sound, 

As it fiercely rushes round ! 

Vulcan, too, assists our arts, 

Vulcan of immortal birth ! 
'Tis with md that he imparts 

We overcome ^e stubborn earth ! 

Oft with Proserpine's.dread spouse. 
We are pledged in friendship's vows ; 
His realm we seek, and wander there. 
Along the frail and fragile stair. 
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Yet, from that abyss of gloom, 
Lies an egress from the tomb, 
For a pathway from the grave 

Is open to the realms above ; 
And thus we, fearless, seek the cave 

That 's shut from Heaven's own looks of love. 

Through descents so deep and long. 
Through the galPries how we throng ! 
And trust to find a pathway sure 
O'er the yawning gulf secure. 
Thus, without delay or fear. 
We pursue our journey here. 
And we build our metal walls 

In that dreary realm below, 
As we shout throughout its halls. 

Responsive to the sturdy blow t 

See ! beneath uur hammers' force. 
Richest blessings take their course ; 
All that we from earth have won 
Glows ascending to the sun : 
And we spread the glittering spoil. 
Fruits of many a weary toil. 
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And our task is nobly paid 

When stores of gold and diamonds bright. 
And all that dwells in yonder shade, 

We unfold to Heaven's own light ! 

Thus, in earth's remotest womb, 

BrighteBt blessings for us bloom ; 

And a fiur and lovely ray 

Gleams along our gloomy way. 

And that lovely hght divine 

Would seem to tempt us Axim the mine; 

But we're constant to the plight 

Which our parent earth may crave ; 
And the everlasting night 

Shall wrap us in our mother's grave ! 
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Good ni^ht I 
Be thy cares forgotten quite ; 

Day approaches to its dose ; 

Weaiy nature seeks repose. 
Till the m(M*ning dawn in light, 

Good night ! 

Go to rest ! 
Close thine eyes in slumbers blest. 

Now 'tis still and tranquil all ; 

Hear we but the watchman's call, 
And the night is still and blest : 

Go to rest I 

Slumber sweet ! 
Heavenly forms thy fancy greet ; 

Be thy visions from above, 

Dreams of r^ture — dreams of love '. 
As the fiui one's form you meet. 

Slumber sweet I 
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Good night ! 
Slumber till the morning light ! 

Slumber till the dawn of day 

Brings its sorrows with ita raj i 
Sleep without or fear or fright. 

Our Father wakes ! Good night, good night ! 
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Words of love, ye whisper as soft 

As the zephyrs that breezes of Paradise waft. 

Words of love, whose blest control 

Hath mightiest influence on my soul, 

Though a£9iction and grief o'er my spirit prevail) 

Yet my faith in your virtue shall never ful ! 

Is there on earth such a transport as this, 

When the look of the loved one avows her bliss ? 

Can life an equal joy impart 

To the bliss that hves in a lover's heart P 

O ! he, be assured, hath never proved 

Life's holiest joys who hath never loved! 

Yet the joys of love, so heavenly fair. 

Can exist but when honour and virtue are there ; 

For the soul of woman is tender and pure, 

And her faith is approved, 'twill for ev^ endure. 

Then trust ye to love, and its virtue believe. 

For beauty and truth can never decdve. 
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But the spring of life is fast fading away, 
Then prove your fiuth while yet you may ; 
It lives whai all things &1I and die. 
Like a ray of bliss from its native sky ; 
And were all creation to ruin hurled. 
It would live in a brighter and better world ! 

Then whisper ye words of love as soft 

As the Eephyrs that fareeaes of Paradise waft : 

Words of love, whose blest cootrol 

Hath divinest iiduence o'er my soul. 

Though all thing* else should bithleBS prove, 

I still will trust the wiords «rf lovei 
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THE THREE STAES. 



There are three cheering stars of liglit 
O'er hfe's dark path that shitie ; 

And these fair orbs, so pure and bright, 
Are song, and love, and wine ! 

For oh t the soul of song hath power 

To chanii the feeling heart, 
To soothe the mourner's sternest hour, 

And bid his griefB depart t 

And wine can lend to song its mirth, 

Can joys unwonted bring, 
And paint this fair and lovdy earth 

In charms oi deathless spring. 

But thou, oh love 1 (^ all the thnnig 

Art fairest seen to shine, 
For thou canst soothe the soul like song. 

And cheer the heart like wine I 
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Then ddgn, fair orbs ! to shed your ray 

A]<»)g my path of glooni. 
To guide me through life's lonely way. 

And shine upon my tomb ! 
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HARRAS, THE BOLD LEAPER. 



Note. An old popular tradition relates the bold exploit of 
this Knight ; and at this day is shown at Lichtewalde, in 
the mining mountains of Baxony, the place called Harraa' 
Leap. On the bank yet stands, between two old venerable 
oaks, opposite to the sleep precipice, a moanraent with &e 
inscription, " Knight Harras.the boldJiet(per." 



The world yet -widted in shadowy light 

The dawn of the rising day ; 
And scarcely yet had waked the night 

From the slumber in which it lay. 
But, hark ! along the forest way 

Unwonted echoes rung. 
And all accoutred for the fray 

A hand of warriors sprung ! 
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And forth they rush'd along the plain. 

In thunder, to the fight ; 
And foremost of that martial train 

Was Harras, the gallant knight. 
They ride upon their secret way, 

0*er forest, and vale, and down. 
To reach th^ foe while yet 'tis day, 

And storm hie castled town. 

So sally th^ forth from the forest gloom ; 

But as they leave its shade, 
They rush, alas ! to meet their doom, 

Apd theix progress is betray'd : 
For suddenly lairats upcm their rear 

The foe, with twice their force ; 
Then out at once rush shield and spear. 

And the charger ffies on his course. 

And the wood in unwonted echoes rang 

With the sounds of that deadly fray, 
And the sabre^s clash and the helmet's clang 

Is mix'd with the oourser^s neigh, 
A thousand wounds have dyed the field 

Unheeded in the strife; - 
But not a man will ask to yield, 

For freedom is dearer than life ! 
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But their stronger foes must win the'dsy, 

And the knights b^n to fiul ; 
For the sword hath swept their best away. 

And superior powers prevail. 
UDconquer''d alone, to a rocky height 

Bold Harras fought his way ; 
And his brave steed carried him through the fight, 

And bore him safe away. 

And he left the rein to that trusty steed. 

And rode from the fatal fray ; 
But he gave to hiB erring path no heed. 

And he missM the well-known way. 
And when he heard the foemwi near, 

He ^rang from the forest gloom ; 
But as soon as he reached the day-light clear, 

He saw at once his doom I 

He had reach'd a frightful precipice. 

Where he heard the deep waves roll ; 
For he stood on ihe ZschopauthaFs dread abyss, 

And horror chlll'd hie 8Qul ! 
For on yonder bank he could espy 

The remnant of his hand ; 
And his heart impatient panted high, 

As they waved the friendly hand. 
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And he longed, as he looked o'er that dreadful 
steep, 

For wings to aid bis fii^t ; 
For that cliff is full fifty fathoms deep, 

And his horse drew back with fright. ' 
And be saw, as he looked behind and below. 

On either side his grave ; 
Behind him, from the coining foe ; 

Before him, in the wave ! 

And he chooses 'twixt death from the foemen's 
hand, 

Or death where the deep waves roll ; 
Then he boldly rides up to that rocky strand, 

And commends to the Lord his soul I 
And as nearer he bears the foemen ride, 

He seeks the utmost steep ; 
And he.plunges his spurs in his courser's side, 

And dares the dreadful leap ! 

And swifUy he sank through the yielding air. 

And in the flood he fell ;— 
His steed is dashM to atoms there. 

But the knight Uves safe and well ! 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



^ MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

And mid the plaudits of hiB band, 
He stemm'd the parting wave ; 

And soon in safety reached the land, 

For Heaven will never forsake the brave ! 
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While yet the Christian truth was young. 
And f^th^s first germ scarce dared to bloom, 

The fiur Cetnlia lived, and sung 

The hope that lies heyond the tomb ! 

With purer zeal the maid adored. 

Her beauty wore a softer guise, 
When, tired by faith, her spirit soared 

In sweetest anthems to the skies 1 

As once, in prayer's inspiring hour, 

She paid her orisons above. 
And sung, in striuns of holiest power, 

The praises of Eternal Love ; 
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She heard divineflt accents rise, — 
She saw a bright immortal throng ; 

And through the portals of the skies, 
She caught the hi^ ser^hic song ! 

'Twas then, in shame, she broke the lyre ; 

She saw her minstrel glory flown : 
For who that heard those songs of fire 

Could wake again an earthly tone ? 

Her spirit soon redgn'd its strife ; 

Yet hers a gentle fate was given ; 
For sweetly called to endless life, 

Her spirit soor'd, in song, to heaven ! 
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A LEGEND. 



When our blessed Saviour Lord, to whom 

Be glory for evermore i 
Had suffered all his bitter doom, 

In heathen daysofycx^; 

In Greece there lived a gentle maid. 

Who tended her garden bowers ; 
To whom our Lord his love display^ 
t the trees and flowers. 



She nurtured her flowers, so fond, so kind, 

With a gay and childlike joy ; 
And the faith was pure of her innocent nund, 

As gold is without alloy ! 
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And once, when in her garden shade, 

In sleep the maid reclined, 
The Lord a dream of bliss display'd 

To her pure and holy mind ! 

That hallow'd dream of love was given 
From the bright and the blissful land ; 

An angel came down from the gates of heaven. 
With three roses in bis band ! 

He gave her the roses, with looks of love. 

And he gave her a holy kiss ; 
Then he flew at once through the realms above, 

Back to his home of bliss. 

And as she awt^e from this joyful rest. 
She thought of that vi^on of heaven ; 

And she found three roses on her breast. 
Which her angel love had ^ven ! 

And her young heart glow'd beyond control, 

To reach those bowers above ; 
And she praised the Lord in her inmost soul, 

For the gifts of heavenly love ! 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



no MISCELLAKEOnS POEMS. 

And two days more the daylight woke, 

And chased the midnight gloom ; 
And as soon as ever the third day broke, 
■ The roses b^an to bloom ! 

On the fourth day the angel flew to her side, 
As a brid^;room flies to bis love ;. 

And he bore the roses, and bore the bride. 
To the howwi of bliss above ! 
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ADELAIDE. 



A BALLAD. 



Where ruddy and bright, in thesun^s setting light. 

Von distant ruin glows. 
On the lofty ate of that wood-crovnM height 
A castle once arose ; 

But the Btorm hath power 
O'er turret and tower, 
And spectres now room through hall and bower ! 

A warlike Count on this castled mount 

Lived once secluded here; 
He was ne'er known to yield in the battle field. 
And at home he was stem and severe ; 
But his daughter, ''tis said, 
Was so gentle a maid. 
That none could compare with the sweet Adelaide. 
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And tranquil at home, unaccustomed to roam, 

She lived all secluded and lone ; 

But a noble youth had pledgM her his truth, 

And long'd to make her his own. 

And thb Kmght so true 

On his good steed flew, 

And came fur Adelaide to woo. 



When the sun was set, the lovers were met. 

For he waits at the wonted place ; 

Till with bliss elate through the opening gate, 

He hears her gentle pace. 

Then with rapture blest, 

To his throbbing breast 

His Adelaide's gentle form he prest. 

And their dreams that even were visions of heaven, 

For a moment and iio more ; 

For she must away at the close 'of day, 

And its last faint gleams are o'er. 

And oh ! what bliss 

Could equal this. 

When they printed in tears their mutual kissP 
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And as, at last, the summer flev past, 

Their love hroke through all control ; 
Then Rudolph so hold sought the Count, and told 
The secret of hig soul. 
" I love," he said, 
" Thy gentle maid ; 
give me, my lord, thine Adelaide." 

But Uie Count look'ddownon the youth with afrown. 

And this was fais answer unkind; 
" My daughter shall be for another than thee, 
-Then dismiss her at once from thy mind. 
A rich baron shall wed 
My Adel^de, 
And to>morrow she goes to his bridal bed.*' 

So the youth sought relief bom lus ardent grief^ 

And flew to the wars away ; 
And he wildly rode through forest and wood, 
Nor recVd where his course might lay ; 
For a deadly smart 
Pierced his youthful heart 
When so sternly compeird from his lover to part. 

VOL. 1. I 
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But he check'd his Bteed at its utmost speed, 

For a hope hia bosom cross'd. 

That he still might prove the bliss of love, 

And that all was not yet lost. 

" O thou shalt See, 

Sweet love, with me, 

Andwe'llsoonfimnthepowerofthyfatherbefree." 

When the sun had set, the lovers met; 
He repair^ to the wonted place ; 
And with bliss elate through the opening gate 
He hears her gentle pace : 
Then with rapture blest, 
To his throbbiDg breast 
His Adelaide's lovely form be prest. 

'* And hear !".he cried: " at midnight's tide, 

When DO treacherous eye is near. 
When the castle in sleep is buried deep, 
Do thou await me here. 
I will come, as agreed. 
On my swiftest steed, 
And I ^11 bear thee away at my utmost speed." 
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Then she sunk to rest on her lover's breast. 

With the blisB of love elate ; 

But starting aa.de, she suddenly cried, 

" O bow shall I pass the gate? 

For all night long 

The guard is strong, 

And how shall I 'scape thro' that armed throng ? 

" Yet I have a scheme, though 'tis wild as a dream, 

And a maiden's coumge above ; 
I win find my way through that arm'd array. 
And my guide shall be only love : 
Fat love can illume - 
The deepest gloom, 
And cheer the dungeoif s livfaig tomb ! 

" Once a baron, 'tis told. Lord Wiradebold, 

Dwelt in these castle towers; 
And bis only child, so gentle and mild, 
Was the pride of her father's bowers : 
And she too, 'tis said, 
Was named Adelaide, 
And a young kni^t wooed the gentle maid. 
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« And she wish'd alone to be his own, 

Till life and love were over ; 
But her eire with pride his suit denied, 
And rather than part from her lover, 
She sought by flight. 
In the deep midnight, 
To escape from her tyrant father's sight. 

" But a wretch betray'd the trusUng mud. 

And told her intent to her «re ; 
And on his way, the youth, they say, 
Was sifun by her father's ire. 

While she call'd on his name. 
The Baron came, 
Andhepier^d his own child with a murderous aim. 

" So her spirit unbleet hath now no rest. 

But she comes abroad to roam ; 

And she wanders late to the castle gate. 

In hope that her lover will come. 

And she waits, they say, 

Till the break of day. 

For her lover to come and to bear her away. 
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" So she wanders in white the livelong night, 

In blood-stainM garments dressed ; 

And ^e does no harm, nor causes alarm. 

But to all is a welcome guest. 

As she 's seen to stray 

On her nightly way, 

The guards aU know her, and shrink away. 

" And since love was so dear to her sjnrit when here, 

She will still its votary be ; 

And ^e'U lend me to-night her gannmt so white. 

And thus disguised 1^1 Bee. 

For none will stay 

The spectre's way. 

And I ^ walk through the midst wilhout dismay. 

" Therefore wait by this town at the midnight hour. 

Thou shalt see thine Adelaide ; 
A shadowy veil all bloody and pale 
Shall enfold thy spectre mud. 
And on thine arm 
1 11 lie so warm, 
And we '11 flee from the castle secure from liarm." 
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" Tia well," he cried, " thy plan shall be tried ; 

Away then with trouble and sorrow ! 
For let UB but be from the castle free, 

And I 'li make thee my own to-morrow : 
And at morn by thy ude, 
I will hail thee my bride. 
And no power shall a union so happy divide." 

And long waa the bliss of their parting kiss, 

As they stood in rapture mute ; 
And die waved her hand, and with accents blond. 
She breathed this Ust salute : 

" Dear Rudolph, thou 'rt mine ; 
Dear Rudolph, I 'm thine ; 
No power shall sever our union divine !'' 

Then Rudolph took heed with his trusty steed 

To repair at the fall of even , 
'Whentbeshadowsof nighthad extinguish^ the tight, 
And the stars shone dim in heaven. 
And he came elate 
To the castle gate, 
Where Adelaide had bade him watt. 
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And by the watch-tower, at the midnight hour, 

He met bU Adelaide; 
A shadowy veil all bloody and pale 
Enfolded the spectre maid. 

Then he sprung from his horse, 
And with gentle force, 
He bore her away on his distant course. 

And as they hied on their midni^t ride. 

He took the bride on his knee : 
" Why art thou to-night so feather light, 
That thy wdght is scarce felt by me ?" 
But she answer'd, " The shroud 
Is my garment allow'd, 
And tlieref<H%, sweet love, I seem light as a cloud.** 

Then she claspM the Knigbtiwitk a lover's delight, . 

But a chill struck through hie frame : 
'* Why art thou," he cried, *' so chilling, my bride ? 
Will not love thy soul inflame ?" 
" Upon thine arm 
I *1I lie so warm. 
And i'Uslumberiill morningsecure from harm." 
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And they ride away, till, at break of day. 

He cried as he clasp''d her form, 
" Sweet love, no doubt, though so cold without, 
Thy heart must yet be warm." 

" Dear Rudolph, thou 'rt mine ; 
Dear Rudolph, I 'm thine ; 
No power shall sever our union diviue !" 

And they rode at full speed ; but she took no heed 

TjS the night was pass'd, and then 
She cried, " I am blest, I wiU go to my rest. 
For I 've found my lover again. 
And thou art mine, 
As I am thine, 
And DO power shall sever our union divine !" 

And the day dawns bri^t, and all is light, 

As yet th^r course they hold ; 
And the bride is now still, but so deadly chill, 
That she seems to grow ever more cold. 
And when the cock crew, 
She paused and drew 
To her clay told bosom that lover so true. 
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And she shriek 'd, " Oh how cold does the morn- 
breeze hold 
Its strife with the nightly storm ! 
But the day hath showM, and the cock hath crow'd, 
Then clasp my bridal form. 
And be thou mine, 
As I am thine, 
Aod no power shall sever our union divine !" 

Then with icy cold lips, a kiss she sips 

From his pale and trembling cheek ; 

For the vapours of death choke up his breath, 

And his glazing sight grows weak. 

And he sunk by the side 

Of the maiden, and died, 

For her lover is claimM by that spectre bride ! 
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THE KYNAST. 



The following tale of the Kjnast, an old ruined moun- 
tsin fortresB on the raoBt northern Bide of the Rlesenge- 
birg, has been preserved by oral tradition among the 
people. Dreadftil, indeed, ia the ab^ from the castle 
wall down into the rocky chasm, which bears the name of 
Hell, and plays a considerable part in this ballad. 

The Kynast was built by Duke Volko of Sileaa, in the year 
1593, and was presented to Count Scha%otach. 

In the year 1675 it was burnt, and since that time has 
adorned, as one of the most splendid of its ruins, the 
country near Hirschbei^. 



Say why, array'd in nuptial parade, 
Yon crowd o'erspreads the plain, 
■"•While raised in state, the castle gate 
Receives the joyous train P 
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^Tis the vassals who wait on their mistress elate. 
For she chooses her lover to-day ; 

Since the prize they decide is so lovely a bride. 
She will not want suitors so gay. 

Her father is dead, and they wish her to wed, 
For the country is vex'd with alarm; 

And her vassals desire, as the times require, 
The help of a warrior's arm. 

Andthebe8toftheland,at their monardi's command. 

To win her have essayed ; 
But still coyish and cold, she seems to withhold, 

And will live and die a maid. 



In a sable vest of mourning dress'd. 

She spoke her vassals all : 
" Since ye wish me to marry, no longer 1 'Jl tarry, 

But I'll choose the wedded thrall. 

" Yet I ask, ere I wed, a condition so dread. 
That my suitors will shrink with f^ar ; 

For not one can dare to brave its snare i" 
But the knights cried, *' Let us hear.'" 
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" My father look'd round from the castle mound, 
O'er the precipice steep and bare ; 

But he trembled and fell o'er the rocky cell, 
And was dasVd to atoms there. 



" And since I would fain escape the pain 
Of a second bereavement like this, 

The knight must prove, who would win my love, 
That he dreads not the dire abyss. 

" And my hand, I declare, shall be his who shall dare 

To mount his horse and ride 
The fatal round of the castle mound ; 

1 will be no other^s bride. 



" For if he fulfil my purposed will, 
He may lead me to his bed ; 

I have plighted my troth by a. sacred oath. 
And I will no other wed.^ 



Then the Countess was still, having spoken her will, 

And her triumph she enjoy'd ; 
For many a knight who stood (hen in her sight 

Saw all his hopes destroyed. 
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And the Countess bdield her intent fulfiird, 
For the danger affrighted the brave; 

There was dlence deep, and she now may weep 
For years o'er her father's grave ! 

One youth alone dared to cl^m her his own, 

And seem'd all fear above ; 
Ah ! that courage of yore, it exists now no more. 

Nor hearts so devoted to love ! 

Count Alhert was dear, both far and near. 
And he begg'd, with earnest breath. 

That she would not deny, but allow him to try, 
And to venture on hfe and death. 

But the Countess wasgrieved when she thusperceived 
That he would not brook denial ; 

And she sent her page to try and engage 
The knight to relinquish the trial. 

But the youth so bold the messenger told 
That his mistress must keep her oath ; 

And he would not away until that very day 
¥Ie had proved his knightly truth. 
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Then de^ly distressed, she the knight address'd, 
And besought him with tears in her eyes : 

" Your death would but be a deep sonxiw to me. 
Then do not my prayer demise. 



" I tell you, Sir Knight, your addresses I slight, 
So to you I can never be given ; 

But I feel, in truth, for your tender youth, 
And the task is but tempting of heaven ! 

" think'st tbmi 'twould be a diversion to me 
To sport with predous tife P 
' To be Miigle and free was sufficient for me. 
And I hoped not to be a wife. 

" If to tbee I am dear, then be not severe, 

For thy death it will surely he ; 
It will yield no gain. Sir Knight, to us twun ; 

Then pity thyself and roe I* 

Then the lady knelt, in hopes to melt. 

And besought him by earth and by heaven ; 

But Albert stood fast to the very last, 

And insisted the right should be given. 
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"Thou wertguiltlese (he Eiud)tho'Ishould fall dead, 

For with joy to the trial I go ; 
I cannot withstand love's mo^c command, 

So happen me weal or woe.^ 

He mounted his steed ; the vassals with speed 
Came around him with mournful cares^ng ; 

The whole castle, in sooth, bewmPd the youth. 
And the priest beBtow''d on him his blessing. 

And they richly array'd the weeping mud 

For whom Count Albert strove ; 
Andthetrumpets blew loud, toftnoounce to thecrowd 

That he ventured for life and love. 



And he springs so light on the rocky height, 
And he places his steed on the wall ; 

And he wafts her a kiss o'er the precipice. 
And fears not the dreadful fall. 



And his gallant horse goes slow on his course, 

For he bears a noble one j 
When a stone but falls from out the walls, 

And the rider and horse are gone ! 
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So the Countess was left of sense bereft, 

A fever seized her then ; 
And for many a week she lay suffering luid meek, 

And called on death in vain. 



And as she at length regain'd her strength. 
Three brothers claimM her hand ; 

They will brave the ride, and gain the bride, 
Or die to fulfil her command. 

" Desist, ye brave, it will be your grave," 
The Countess besought them all : 

" Before my ngbt there hath perishM a knight, 
And would ye my sorrow recall ? 

" O shall I thus doom a whole race to the tomb ? 

No, take my wealth and store ; 
But cease to ask for this dreadfiil task, 

For your are will behold you no more. 

" Then in pity cease, and return in peace;'' 
And she falls on her bended knee : 

But her beauty appears more bri^t thro' her tears, 
And the knights were smitten all three. 
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" We.dare iiot disgrace our noble race, 

And we must our honour prove ; 
We cl^m with dehght this dreaded right. 

And we '11 venture for death or love,'* 

The first of them all then sprang on the wall, 

And press'd his brother's hand ; 
And he look'd quite glad on the Countess so sad, 

And gallantly took his stand. 

But ere he is found to be half-way round. 
While his brothers look on him in woe. 

His borse takes fright at the dreadful sight, 
And both are plunged below. 

And while his young heart felt its keenest smart, 

The second springs on the wall ; 
And with uplift eye he looks on the sky, 

For 'twere death to look down on the fall ! 



And when half-way round, he but look'd down 

Upon that rocky dell ; 
When his horse first rears, then disappears, 

And thus two brothers fell ! 
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Then with faltering breath, and pale as death. 

The guests entreated all ; 
And the Countess in fright besought thethird knight, 

" O think on your brothers' fall," 

" And spare your sire his souFe desire," 

She cried with faltering breath ; 
" For your brothers bo bold he no more will behold, 

And 'tis not love — ^but death." 

But he answer'd, " Not so, for my duty I know, 
And I will not be parted from love : 

Tell our father the tale, I charge ye, nor fail 
To say how true we prove.'* 

Then his spurs he applied to his courser's side, 
And saluted her calm and serene ; 

Then plunged himself o'er the horrid gulf, 
And never more was seen '. 



So the Countess was left once more bereft. 
And a fever seized her frame ; 

And whispVing near her tortured ear, 
The words of those brothers came ! 
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And she less might be said to be living than dead, 

And she ever pray'd to die ; 
For dread were the themes of her midnight dreams. 

As she heard the spectres cry. 

" Adieu, sweet bride !" — 'twas thus they cried, 
" The death-kiBS hath printed thy brow; 

We have look'd on thee, love, from the realms above, 
And we wtiJl thee to join us now." 

And these are her dreaifis, till at length she seeing 

To rally in that death-strife ; 
On the brink of the tomb her strength to resume. 

And to wake once more to life. 



But when she threw on her life a review, 

She saw but grief and smart ; 
For man, 'twas plain, had proved her bane. 

And hate grew within her heart. 

" O the youthful bliss that now I miss, 

Ye have swept it, false men, to Uie tomb ; 

Then come now as ye may, I will never say nay. 
But devote ye all to your doom." 
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And as numbers would ask the fatal task, 
She aUow''d them all to strive ; 

But none of them still could the task fulfil, 
And not one retum'd alive* 



And the Countess look'd on, unmoved alone, 
Nor heeded though numbers died ; 

She weeps, it may be, for those brothers three, 
But she cares for not one be»de. 

But the number was vast who came at last 

To try for death or love; 
Till a bold knight came to woo the dame, 

And the dreadful risk to prove. 

And he look'd quite serene on the gulf between. 
That threaten'd his life to overwhelm; 

And his dark eye glow'd, and his gold hair flow'd 
In ringlets beneath his helm. 

And when richly dight they led the knight 

At the lady's feet to fall ; 
'Twas hers to prove the pangs of love. 

Though she ne'er yet bad known its thrall. 
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And she sought relief for her secret grief, 
But nought could her sorrows allay ; 

For love glows warm in her suffering form, 
And it mil not be trifled away. 

And as he fell at her feet to tell 

How he wish'd for this dreaded right. 

She could not conceal what her eyes must reveal, 
For her tears fell fast and bright. 

" Away, away, Sir Enight, I pray. 
And tempt not so dreadful a fate ; 

Though I may not deny permission to try, 
At least let my prayers have weight." 

But the Knight replied, " I must not be denied. 

For I must the trial prove ; 
I have sworn by the truth of my knightly oath. 

And I dare not be false to love 1" 

" Then if I must fail, and may not prevdl,'" 
The Countess exclaimM in her sorrow ; 

" Yet, at least, delay till the coming day, 
And spare thy own life till to-morrow !" 
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Then she leads the knight with a lover''s delight 

To a feast in her castle hall ; 
But the pangg of her soul were past control, 

When her guest for the lyre would call. 

For love's blest dream was his only theme. 

In many a sweetest song ; 
And the tones that he sung so softly rung 

In her ear the whole night long. 

She had no sleep, but waked to we^ 
And her thoughts were such as this; 

" And should he still the task fulfil, 
Oh heart, thou 'It break with bliss ! 

" And love is mild, and his fav'rite child 
He will shield from so stem a doom ; . 

Or should he fall o'er the fatal wall. 
At least I will share his tomb !" 

And in the morn they the bride adorn. 
To receive the vent'rous knight ; 

And as ^e {terceived the knight, she grieved, 
And her cheek glow'd red and bright. 
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She flew to Ma arms with wild alarms — 
" 'Tis in vain that I urge this strife ; 

For I freely will own I am thine alone, - 
And no other shall be thy wife." 

And close to her breast she clasp'd her guest. 
But he sternly drew back and cried, 

" I will not clasp thee yet in my grasp. 

For I dare not yet claim thee my bride. 

" Hear, lady, oh hear yon call severe, 

'Tis the trumpet's warning breath ; 
And it bids me away to my daring way, 
■ And it calls me to love or death." 

By the priest then blest, by the lady carest, 

He ascends that fatal mound ; 
Then breathed farewell, — but the Countess fell 

All senselesB on the ground. 

But he stepp''d as bold on that narrow hold 
As though it were thrice as wide ; 

And he guided his horae on so skilful a course, 
That he finished in safety the ride ! 
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Then a hearty shout of joy broke out, ' 
And the Countess awaking cried, 

" O my trust has been given to love and heaven, 
And they have not my hope denied. 

" Thou hast won me thine own, I am thine alone, 

Whate'er may in life betide ; 
This castle and plains are thine own domains. 

And nought shall our union divide." 

But the Knight look'd down with a sullen frown, 

And cried, " 'Twill not be so ; 
Away with the pride that adorns the bride, 

For my errand is one of woe. 

'* I come not," he cried, " to seek a bride, 

Nor are songs of love for me ; 
But where b each friend who hath here met his end, 

Count Albert, andbrodters tliree? 

" A word of thy breath hath doom'd their death, 
'Tis for this, false Countess, I come ; 

And not to demand thy blood-stain'd hand. 
For I have a wife at home. 
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" And the direst smart of a broken heart 

I have sworn to inflict oa thee ; 
And 'twas truly spoke, for thy heart is broke, 

And my friends are avenged in me !" 

Then he spurs his steed, and rides off with speed. 

And leaves her alone to die ; 
And her vassal trun stood mute with pain, 

And tears were in every eye. 



Then the Countess seems to awake from her d 
She stood horribly gazing around ; 

And tW scarce shecan crawl, yetshehastesto the wall, 
And ascends the fatal mound. 

And she spoke thus aloud to the listening crowd, 

*' 'Tis indeed revenged on me ; 
For 'twas mine to prove a faithless love. 

And dire my fate must be l 

" The spirits above must now claim my love. 

For to them alone I am dear : 
Receive," she cried, " sweet loves, your bride, 

For no nuptials shall I have here i" 
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Then she plunged and fell in that rocky cell, 
And a voice was heard from the tomb— 

** O weave the wreath for the bride of death ! . 
But why, sweet love, such gloom P 

" Thy sorrow and grief are now made brief, 

And thy mortal cares are over ; 
Thou hast thrown thy charms in our waiting arms, 

And the bride may now choose her a lover !" 
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What is it that beams in the bright sunshine, 
And echoes yet nearer and nearer ? 

And see '. how it spreads in a long dark line, 

And hark ! how its horns in the distance combine 
To impress with affright the hearer ! 

And ask ye what means the daring race ? 

This is — Liitzow's wild and desperate chase ! 

See, they leave the dark wood in silence all, 
And from hill to hill are seen flying; 

la ambush they'll lie till the deep nightfall, 

Then ye '11 hear the hurrah ! and the rifle bait ! 
And the French will be falling and dying ! 

And ask ye what means their daring race? 

This is — Liitzow's wild and desperate chase ! 

Where the vine-boughs twine, the Rhine waves roar, 
And the foe thinks its waters shall hide him ; 

But see, they fearlesi approach the shore, 

And they leap in the stream, aad swim proudly o'er, 
And stand on the bank beside him ! 

And ask ye what means the faring race ? 

This is — Liitzow's wild and desperate chase! 
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Why roars io the valley the rag^g 6ght, 

Where swords clash red and gory? 
O fierce is the strife of that deadly fight. 
For the spark of young Freedom is newly alight, 

And it breaks into flames of glory ! 
And ask ye what means the daring race ? 
This is — Lutzow's wild and desperate chase ! 

See yon warrior who lies on a gory spot. 

From life compell'd to sever ; 
Yet he never is heard to lament his lot, 
And his soul at its parting shall tremble not. 

Since his country is saved for ever ! 
And if ye will ask at the end of his race. 
Still 'tis — Liitzow's wild and desperate chase ! 

The wild chase, and the German chase 

Ag^Dst tyranny and oppression ! 
Therefore weep not, lovedfnends,atthis last embrace, 
For freedom has dawned <Hi our lov'd birth-place, 

And our deaths shall insure its possession ! 
And 'twill ever be said from race to race, 
This was — Liitzow's wild and desperate chase ! 
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WBIITEK AT THE COKCLC&IOK OP THE ARMISTICE. 
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Then, heart ! oh do not break 

Beneath th' oppressor's rod ; 

The Lord will right thy cause, 

For He is Freedom's God ! 
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For thee, sweet girl, my heart will beat 

In truth and love's congenial strife ; 
In thee my fondest wishes meet. 

Thou dearest object erf my life ! 
In tones of ever new delight. 

Thy name alone hath iill'd my breast ; 
And deck'd in all that 's fair and bright, 

Thy radiant form of love is drest ! 

The tender buds of early love 
Bloom forth, and never, never fade ; 

As like a vision from above, 

I see thy form, thou loveliest miud ! 
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Blest thoughts upon my ftmcy throng, — 
I wake, at will, the minstrel tone ; 

And every sweetest, holiest song 
Resounds, fair girl, for thee alone ! 

My heaven is imaged in thine eyes, — 

My paradise within thy breast ; 
And oh ! in soft and seraph guise 

Thine every charm of youth is drest ! 
One sole desire, with blest control, 

Exerts its magic spell o'er me : 
One orily thought inspires my soul, — 

It is, sweet girl, the thought of thee ! 
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ADDRESSED TO A LADY. 



Fasewell, farewell ! — with silent grief of heart 

I breathe adieu, to follow duty now ; 
And if a silent tear unbidden start. 

It will not, love, di^ace a soldier's brow. 
Where'er I roam, should joy my path illume, 
Or death entwine the garland of the tomb, 
Thy lovely form shall float my path above, 
And guide my soul to rapture and to love ! 

hail and bless, sweet spirit of my Ufe, 
The ardent zeal that sets my soul on fire ; 

That bids me take a part in yonder strife. 
And for the sword, awhile, forsake the lyre. 

For, see, thy minstrel's dreams were not all vain. 

Which he so oft hath hallowM in his strain ; 

O see the patriot-strife at length awake ! 

There let me fly, and all its toik partake. 

VOL. I. L 
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The victor's joyous wreath shall hloom more bright 
That 's pluck'd amid the joys of love and song ; 

And my young spirit hails with pure delight 
The hope fulfilled which it hath cherish^ long. 

Let me but struggle for my country's good, 

£^en though I shed for her my warm life-blood. 

And now one kiss — e'en though the last it prove ; 

For there can be no death for our true love ! 
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HANS HEILING'S ROCKS, 

A BOHEMIAN POPULAR TALE, 

A LONG, long time ago there lived a rich peasant 
on the Eger. 

Tradition does not mention the name of the place, 
but it is supposed that it was situated on the left 
bank of the Eger, opposite to the village of Aich, 
so well known to the visitors of Carlsbad. Veit, so 
was the peasant named, had a lovely and charming 
daughter, who was the joy and ornament of the 
whole country. 

Elizabeth was truly handsome, and withal so 
good, and so well educated, that her equal was not 
esfflly to be found. 

Near Veit's house stood a little hut, which be- 
longed to young Arnold, whose father was lately 
deceased. Amoldhadleamedthe tradeofabuilder, 
and had not long returned home for the first time, 
when his father died. He shed, like a good son, 
heartfelt tears over his parent's grave, who left him 
nothing but a poor hut; yet Arnold still bore a 
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precious portion in his own bosom, recUtude and 
truth, and a lively sense of all that was fair and 
good. 

Immediately on his arrival in the village his father 
fell sick, and the old man was unable to support 
the sudden joy of seeing him again. Amcjd nursed 
him carefully, and never quitted his side ; and thus 
it happened that, till the old man''B death, he had 
seen none of hie early acquaintances and friends, 
save those who sought him by his father's sick-bed. 

Above all others, Arnold had delighted in Veit's 
daughter, Elizabeth ; they had grown up together, 
and he ever remembered with pleasure the kind 
little maiden, who loved him ao well, and who wept 
so bitterly when he was compelled to go to his 
master at Prague 

Arnold had now become a well-shaped handsome 
youth, and he had often thought to himself that 
Elizabeth must be grown up and handsome. 

On the third morning after the death of his father, 
the son was sitting wrapt in melancholy dreams on 
the fresh grave of his father, when he heard some 
one tread softly behind him in the churchyard. 
He looked round ; a lovely mtuden, with a basket 
of fiowers on her arm, hovered around the turf 
hillocks. 

A bush of elder concealed him from Elizabeth's 
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eyes ; for she it was who came to deck with flowers 
iier good neighbour's grave. 

She bent with tears in her sad eyes, and spoke 
low as she folded her hands. 

" Sleep soft, good man ! may the earth be lighter 
to thee than was thy life, and thy grave shall not 
be without flowers, though thy days were !" 

Arnold sprang forward from behind the bushes, 
and caught the startled maiden in his arms. 

" Elizabeth, knowest thou me P" 

" Ah ! Arnold, is it thou i"' she murmured blush- 
ing; " it is long, indeed, since we saw each other .^ 

" And thou,^ exclaimed the youth, *' art become 
so fair, so mild, so lovely ; and hast loved my 
father, and hast remembered him so afiectionately ! 
Sweet and lovely prl !" 

" WeU, good Arnold, I loved him from my 
heart,*^ she replied, and leaned softly on his arm : 
" we often talked of you ; the joy of his son was the 
only happiness he had." 

" IHd he, indeed, feel and speak of me thus?" 
said Arnold quickly. " Thanks to Heaven, that 
it hath kept me honest and good ! But, Elizabeth, 
think again how all is changed ! A while ago we 
two were little; my father used to sit by the door, 
and we played around his knees; thou wast so 
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affectionate to me, and we could never be without 
each other, and now — the good old man lies sleep- 
ing beneath us, and we are grown up ; but when 
I could not be with thee, I have often thought of 
thee." 

" And I of thee," whispered Elizabeth, and she 
turned on him her fond large eyes that beamed 
with affection. 

" See, then, Elizabeth,^ cried the enraptured 
Arnold ; '* we have already been early attached ; I 
must away-— but here, where I find thee on my 
father's grave, it seems as if there was no separation 
for us. The feeling of my youth is become a passion 
in manhood. 

** £hzabeth, I love thee ! here, on this holy 
ground, I tell thee for the first time, I love thee ! — 
And thou ?" But Elizabeth hid her glowing face 
in her bosom, and wept in silence, — *' And thou P" 
asked Arnold, a second time, in a mournful and 
imploring tone. 

She softly raised her head, and looking in his 
eyes with tears, yet with joy in her countenance, 
" Arnold," she said, " my heart is thine ! I have 
ever, ever loved thee !" 

He clasped hsr to hts breast, and mutual kisses 
sealed the confession of their hearts ! 
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After the first emotions of their happy love, they 
sat a long time in sweetest bliss on the old man's 
graTe. 

Arnold related all that had happened to him, 
and how he had constantly longed for his home; 
and EHzabeth spoke again of his father ; and of 
their early childhood, those happy days ! The sun 
was already long gone down — they had not per- 
ceived it ! 

At length the bustle on the neighbouring high 
road awoke them from their dreams, and Elizabeth 
flew, after a hasty parting kiss, from Arnold's arms 
to her home. 

The night came and went, and Arnold remained, 
sunk in sweet meditation, on his father's grave, and 
the morning dawned as with full overflowing heart 
he sought his father's hut. 

Thenext morning as Elizabeth broughther father 
his breakfast, old Veit began to speak of Arnold. 

" I pity the poOT young man, from my l|part," 
he said ; *' thou must remember him well, Eliza- 
beth ; you always used to play together," 

" How should I but remember him ?" said the 
blushing girl. 

" Now I should not have liked it," replied her 
father, " had you appeared loo proud to think of 
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the poor lad. 'Tis true, I am grown rich, and the 
Arnolds continue poor ; but they were always good 
people, the father at least ; and of the son I hear 
many praiseworthy things." 

" Certainly," interrupted Elizabeth, hastily, 
" certainly, young Arnold is most deserving .'" 

" Hey day, Elizabeth !" said her father, " how 
know you this so certainly ?" 

" They say so in the village, father,'" stammered 
Elizabeth. 

" I shall be happy whenever I can help him,'" 
added her father ; " shall not you ?" 

Elizabeth, in order to end the conversation, for 
^e did not cease blushing, pretended to have some- 
thing to do in the kitchen, and so avoided the 
searching eyes of the wary old man. 

In the morning, Arnold saw his maiden, as she 
had appcnnted, in the garden of 'Veit's house. She 
related to him the whole conversation, and he 
derived from it the best hopes of his happiness. 

" Yes !" at length he exclaimed, " I have- thought 
of it the whole night ; it is best that I go this day 
to thy father, and tell him, frankly, that we love 
each other, and would wish to be married ; I will 
acquaint him, also, with my skill in my trade, and 
will show him the testimonials of my masters, and 
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will beg for his blessing. My openness and can- 
dour will please him ; he will give his consent ; X 
shall go forth with fresh courage; earn a little 
money ; come back true and joyous ; and we shall 
be happy. Is it not so, good, sweet Elizabeth ?" 

"Yes," cried the transported maiden, as she 
hung Upon hia neck, " my father will certainly con- 
sent, he loves me so dearly." 

Full of joyful hope, they parted ! 

In the evening Arnold drest himself in his best, 
went once more to his father's grave, and prayed 
internally for hia blessing, then repaired, on his 
return, in sUent agitation, to Veit's house. 

Elizabeth received him trembling with joy, and 
brought him immediately to her father. "Well, 
n^ghbour Arnold," said the old man, " what bu- 
siness have you with me ?"" 

" My own affairs," answered the other. 

" How so ?" asked Veit. 

"N^^bour," said Arnold — and he began at 
first in a ti'embling voice, which, however, gradually 
acquired firmness and confidence as he proceeded — 
" Naghbour, let me laimch out a little ; you may 
then better understand me. I am poor, but I have 
learned something in a common way, as these testi- 
monials will prove to you. The whole world stands 
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open to me; therefore I will not remain ajourney- 
man ; I will learn the art of building itself; I will 
become an able ^x:hitect : I have vowed this to my 
dead father. But, ar, all things in this world must 
have thmr centre, and an object can only be attained 
by labour. As the houses which I build are erected, 
not for the sake of building them, but for their use- 
fulness, so is it with my art. I would wish to att^ 
by it a certain object ; and now, having explained to 
you my views, I have to beg that you will forgive 
them. Say to me only that you will grant my 
wishes, when I have exerted myself, and I will urge 
my endeavours to the highest.^ 

" And what is there of mine," interrupted old 
Veil, "that is of such importance to you?" 

" Your daughter, sir. We love each other. I 
am come direct to you, as her father, Hke an honest 
man ; I have not kept loiteiing about the maiden, 
as many would do. No ! in the good old fashion, 
I come to you, and beg of you your promise, that if, 
after my three wandering years *, I return home, and 

' The German mechinic*, u it well known, after tlieir 
apprenticnhip an compelleil by law to pass three yean in 
travelling from place to place, with a view to improve them< 
sflvet in their trade. — Translator. 
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have performed all that is my duty, you will not 
withhold your blessing, and that you will allow the 
maiden to remain, as my own true bride, during the 
three years." 

" Young fellow," replied the old man, " I have 
let you talk on. Let me now do the same, and I 
will give you, straight and right, my answer. That 
you love my daughter pleases me, for you are a 
smart fellow; and that you come at once, open- 
hearted to me, as her father, pleases me yet more, 
and reflects great pruse on you. Your masters 
know you for a young man, who is well ac- 
quainted with his business, and they even give you 
hopes of becoming scmiething still better. I wish 
you success ; yet hope is but an insecure good, and 
shall I build on that for my Elizabeth's future life? 
During the three years, another may come, whom 
my daughter may like better, or, if not, whom I 
may prefer. Shall I send such a one away because 
you are coming P No, young fellow, that will 
never do ! But when you return ag^n, if Elizabeth 
is iree, and you have made your fortune, I will not 
hinder you ; so now not a word more I" 

*' But, ndghbour Veit,** said Arnold, trembling, 
and seizing the old man's hand, " think yet"— - 

" There is no need of thinking," interrupted old 
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Veil; "andsoGod'swillbedone! Ifyou will remain 
here, do so; you are a welcome guest; but not a 
word more of Elsy!" 

" And that is your last decision?" stammered 
Arnold. 

" My last," answered the old man, coolly. 

" Now then help me, heaven !" exclaimed the 
youth, and he Sew towards the door. Veit hastily 
seized him hy the hand, and held him. 

"Young man," he said, "do no foolish action. 
If you are a man, and have strength and courage, 
behave yourself becomingly, and forget this trouble. 
The world is large; go out in life; there you will 
do better. Now fareyou well! Success to your 
wandering T So then he let him go, and Arnold 
repaired to his Hut. 

Weeping, he buckled up his bundle, and took 
leave of his patrimony, and then wandered to the 
church-yard, to take farewell of his father's grave. 
Elizabeth, who had heard the conversation by 
halves through the door, burst into tears. Her 
dreams had been all so f^r, and now her every hope 
seemed lost ! 

Yet once again would she see her Arnold. 
She i^laced herself at the chamber window, and 
Watched till he left the hut, and then bent her way 
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to the church-yard. Quickly she flew to him, and 
found him praying by his father's grave. 

"Arnold, Arnold, wilt thou leave me?" she 
ciied as she embraced him. " Ah, I cannot let 
thee go !" 

Arnold raised himself up as if awakened from a 
dream. 

" I must, Elizabeth, I must. — Break not my 
heart with thy tears ; I must!" 

" Wilt thou return, and when wilt thou come 
back?" 

" Elizabeth, I will work as much as man can 
work. I will be greedy of every minute of time, 
and in three years I will be here. Wilt thou be 
true to me ?" 

" Till death, dearest Arnold !" cried the sobbing 

" But if thy father would compel thee ?" 
" Then must tliey drag me to the church, and 
even at the altar will I cry — No ! Yes, Arnold, we 
will be faithful to each other, both here and here- 
after. We shall meet again T 

" Now let us part," cried Arnold, as a ray of 
hope beamed on his eyes through thrir tears; 
"now let us part. I fear no obstacles now; nothing 
shall be too great or too bold for me. With this 

VOL. I. M 
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kisB I am betrothed to thee ; and now adieu ! In 
three years we shall be happy T And he tore him- 
self from her arms. 

'• Arnold," exclaimed she, " leave not thine EUza^ 
beth ;"— but he was already tar off. From a great 
distance he waved to her his white handkerchief, as 
a last salute, till he disappeared in the forest. 

Elizabeth threw herself on the grave, and prayed 
^lently to heaven. Convinced of Arnold's truth, 
she gradually became more tranquil, and dte could 
even go about collected under the eyes of her father, 
who looked on so sharp, and noticed even the 
slightest circumstance. 

Every morning early she made a pilgrimage to 
the place where she had embraced Arnold for the 
last time. Old Veit remarked this, but he allowed 
her to do it, and was indeed gratified that Elizabeth 
was so composed. 

So passed a year, and to Elizabeth's great joy no 
suitor appeared who pleased her father. At the 
end of the second year, after a long absence, a man 
came back to the village, wlio had left it early on 
account of his dissipated conduct, and had tried all 
modes of life. 

Hans Heiling went forth a poor devil, and came 
back again in good circumstances. He appeared 
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to have come to the village, on purpose to show 
himself to his former friends as a rich man. At 
first, he seemed as if he intended to remain only a 
short time, and he spoke of having some important 
bu^ness elsewhere ; but it was soon seen that he 
made arrangements for a longer stay. 

Strange things were related of him in the village ; 
many an honest man shrugged up his shoulders at 
the mention of his name, and many observed mys- 
teriously, they knew where it all came from ! 

Be that as it might, Hans Heiling sought old 
Veit daily, and related to him his travels ; how he 
had been in Eg3rpt, and yet farther beyond the sea ; 
so that the old man was pleased with his visits, and 
felt it much when Heiling came not in the evening 
to his dwelling. 

Itis true he heard many things &omhisneighbour8, 
but he shook his head in unbelief; only it did seem 
strange to him that Hans Heiling should shut him- 
self up as he did every Friday, and remain in his 
house all alone : he even asked him about it, and 
inquired what he was doing at that time. 

" I am bound by a vow," was the answer, " to 
pass every Friday in secret prayer." 

Veit was silenced. Hans went as before to and 
m2 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



161 PROSK TALES. 

fro, aiid plainly ehowed what were his designs on 
Elizabeth. 

But Elizabeth had an indescribable abhorrence 
of the man, and her very blood curdled in her veins 
at the dght of him ! 

At length he made proposals in due form to the 
old man, and received for answer, that he had better 
first try his fortune with the mmden. For this pur- 
pose, Hans took advantage of an evening when he 
knew old Veit was from home. 

Elizabeth was sitting at her spinning as he opened 
the door; she started with affnght, and informed 
him her father was not at home. 

" Well, let me chat a little with you, my pretty 
tnaid," was his answer, and he sat down by her 
«de. 

Elizabeth quickly withdrew out of his way. Hans, 
who attributed her shyness merely to maiden mo- 
desty, and who held as his maxim that men must 
be bold with women if they wish to win them, 
seized her suddenly, and said, smiling, 

I' Will not the fair Elizabeth sit beside me ?" 
but she tore herself with a feeUng of aversion from 
his arms, and s^d, 

" It is painful to me to be alone with you :" and 
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she attempted to leave the chamber, but he pur- 
sued her, and embraced her more boldly, 

" Your father bos given me bis assent, fair Eli- 
zabeth ; will you be my wife? — I will not let you 
go' till you have promised it." 

She strove in vain to prevent bis kisses, which 
burnt tenibly on her cheek, and then suddenly she 
shrieked for help. He was now in tbe highest glow 
of emotion, and was becoming still more impertinent, 
when be perceived a cross, whicb Elizabeth from 
her youth bad worn upon her neck, and whicb was 
a bequest of her long-deceased mother. He seemed 
strangely affected — let her go — appeared to trem- 
ble — and hastened out at tbe door. ElizabetJi 
thanked Heaven for her debverance, and related to 
her father, on his return, Heiling's unworthy be- 
haviour. Old Yeit shook bis head, and appeared 
very much irritated. 

At their next interview he reproached Hans with 
his conduct, who excused himself on the score of 
tbe vehemence of his love ; but the occurrence had 
for Elizabeth this happy result, that she was fbr a 
long time ireed from bis importunities. She wore 
the cross, since that evening, free and open on her 
breast ; for she felt that it was, she knew not bow, 
her preserver, and she observed that Heiling bad 
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not a syllable to say as soon as he found her thus 
adorned. 

The third year drew nigh to its close. Elizabeth, 
who knew how to divert her father in the most 
skilful manner when he spoke of her union with 
Heiling, was very contented. She went daily to old 
'Arnold's grave, and then by the £ger, on the road 
to Prague, as far as the top of the mountain, in the 
^lent hope that she might once more see her true 
one wandering there. 

About this lime she one morning early missed 
the little cross which was so loved and so dear to 
her : it must have been unfastened in her sleep, and 
she strongly suspected one of the maids, whom she 
had heard whispering with Heiling the evening be- 
tote behind the house. She related all this to her 
fiither with tears ; but he laughed at her sus^ncions, 
and maintained that the cross could be nothing to 
Heiling, that be was above such childish tricks, and 
that she must certiunly have lost it in some other 
way. 

She nevertheless remuned firm in her opinion, 
and she perceived clearly that Hans now pressed 
his solicitations with greater earnestness and as- 
surance. Her father, too, was still more str^iuous, 
and at last declared it as his firm, unalterable will 
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that she should give her hand to Heiling; that 
Arnold had certainly forgotten her ; and beudesi 
he would observe, the three years are already past. 
Hdling swore, in the presence of her father, eternal 
love in return i and declared, that as he loved her 
not perhaps as others did, for money, but purely 
for herself, she should have enough of wealth, and 
he would make her richer and happier than she had 
ever dreamed of! 

Elizabeth despised both him and his wealth ; but 
being pressed on both ^des, and tormented with the 
thought that Arnold was faithless or dead, she saw 
no resource which remaned open to her despair but 
to beg for the delay of three days, in which she still 
hoped her lover would return. 

The three days were granted to her. Full of 
hope, to see thejr wishes thus half fulfilled, the two 
men rose together, and Veit attended his guest to 
the door. 

There passed in the street at that moment the 
pastor of the place ; before him was the Bamstan : 
they were going to a dying man, to bear to him 
the last consolation. All bowed before the'image 
of the crucified One, and Veit threw himself down, 
but his companimi sprang, with an impulse of fright. 
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into the next house. Astonished, and not without 
a' feeling of horror, did Veit look after him, and 
then went, shaking his head, into his own house. 

Soon after came a messenger from HeiHng, who 
brought intelligence that a sudden vertigo had 
attacked his master. He begged that Veit would 
come to htm, and think no harm of what had hap- 
pened ; but Veit declined, and said, crossing him- 
self, 

'* Go, and tell him that I shall he glad if it 's only 
a vertigo !" 

Elizabeth all this time was sitting, weejnng and 
praying, on a hill in the village, whence she could 
see all the way to Prague. 

A cloud of dust stood afar off, — her heart beat 
high ; but now that she could distinguish them, 
and perceived a troop of richly clad men on horse- 
back, her hopes all vanished. 

In front of this cavalcade a venerable old man 
rode on the left of a handsome youth ; and it was 
evident that the pace of the horses was too tardy for 
the youth, and that the old man had the greatest 
difficulty to restrain him. Ehzabeth withdrew her 
gaze from this crowd of men, and cast down her 
eyes without farther looking at the cavalcade. AH 
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at once the youth sprang from his horse and knelt 
at her feet. 

"Elizabeth! — is it possible!— my beloved, my 
dear Elizabeth !" 

The alarmed maiden started up in excess of bliss, 
and crying, " Arnold ! my dear Arnold !" fell into 
the arms of the youth. Long lay they in mute de- 
light, lip to hp, and heart to heart ! 

Arnold's companions stood full of joyous emotion 
round the happy pair ; the old man folded his hands, 
and thanked Heaven ; and never had the setting 
sun beheld happier mortals on his course. As the 
lovers recovered from the intoxication of joy, they 
knev not which should commence the narration 
first. Elizabeth began at last, and in few words 
related her unhappy circumstances, and her situa- 
tion with r^ard to Heiling, Arnold was chilled at 
the thought that he might have lost his Elizabeth ; 
but the old man knew Heiling exactly, and at length 
cried, 

" Yes, friends ! this is the identical wretch who 
played his knavish tricks in my native town, and 
who mdy by a sudden flight escaped the arm of 
justice. — Let us thank Heaven that we can here 
frustrate his base arts." 

After a good deal of conversation about Heiling 
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and Elizabeth, they come rather late into the 
village. 

EUzaheth triumphantly led her Arnold to her 
father, who would not believe his eyes when he saw 
the crowd of richly drest men come in. 

" Father of my Elizabeth !" said Arnold, " I am 
here, and seek your daughter's hand. — I am become 
a prosperous man, am in favour with the great, and 
can perform even more than I have promised." 

*' How !" stud the astonished Veit, " are you poor 
Arnold, the son of my good neighbour ?" 

The old man now commenced : *' Yes, he is the 
same, who three years »nce wandered, poor and de- 
spairing, from this village. He came to me : I soon 
perceived that he would be a master of his trade, 
and gave him work : he completed it to the great 
satisfaction of all, and in a short time I was able to 
employ him as overseer over some very considerable 
works. He has acquired a lasting reputation in 
several great towns, and in Prague will shortly have 
completed a masterpiece of his art. He is become 
rich, is well received by dukes and counts, and they 
make him rich presents. Give him your daughter, 
and fiilfil your old promise. The scoundrel to whom 
you wished to give your Elizabeth has deserved the 
gallows a thousand times. — I know the rascal."" 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



PROSE TALES. 171 

" Is all this true which you are telling me ?" 
asked the astonished Veit. 

" True ! — true !" responded all- 

" Then will I no longer hinder your happiness, 
my gallant masters!'^ said Veit; and turning to 
Arnold, " Take the girl, and Heaven's blessing be 
on you !" Unable to thank him, the happy maiden 
fell at his feet ; — he clasped her to his bosom, and 
the faithful girl was blest. 

" Herr Veit,'" sud the old man, after a long 
silence broken only by the sobs of the lovers, — 
" Herr Veit, I have yet a favour to ask of you :^ 
let the marriage take place to-morrow, that I may 
have the joy of seeing my good Arnold, whom I 
love as a son, since Heaven has given me none, 
completely happy. — The day after to-morrow I 
must away to Prague." 

" Hey-day !" replied Veit, who had become quite 
joyous, " if it is so great a pleasure to you, we may 
eafflly manage it so. 

" Children," he said to the happy ones, " to- 
morrow shall be your wedding-day ; I will arrange 
it at the farm-house on the Eger mountain. I will 
go now imd announce it to the priest ; and do thou, 
Elizabeth, go to the kitchen, and refresh our worthy 
guests as should be." 
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Elizabeth obeyed ; and that her Arnold should 
follow after, and that both should be soon after 
freely conversing in the garden, must be thought 
very natural. 

His father's grave came to the recollection of the 
good son for the first time since he had recovered 
from the intoxication of joy, and they went, arm in 
arm, to the place, which they had left the last time 
in despair. 

At the grave they renewed their vows, and both 
felt piously inspired. 

" Say," whispered Arnold, as he embraced his 
loving bride, " does not this moment of bliss out- 
weigh at once the bitterness of three long years ?— 
We are arrived at the limit,— no higher joy can 
life aiford, — it is only above that we can obtain 
more 1" 

'* Ah t" cried Elizabeth, " that we may die thus 
arm in arm, and heart to heart P 

" Yes," repeated Arnold, " die on thy breast ! — 
Good Heaven, reprohch us not if in this super- 
abundance of joy we still have a desire for higher 
things I — We acknowledge, with thankful hearts, 
what great things thou hast done for us! Yes, 
Elizabeth, let us pray here on our father's grave, 
and thank Heaven for its mercy." 
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Silent was that prayer, but inward and holy ; 
and with infinite emotion the lovers returned back 
to the house. 

The following morning was fair and lovely ; it 
was Friday, the festival of St. , Lawrence. The 
whole village was alive ; at every door stood youths 
and lasses, smartly drest; for Yeit was rich, and 
all were invited to the ceremony. 

Only Heiling's door was closed, for it was Friday, 
and on that day, as it was well known, he never 
allowed himself to be seen. 

Soon the proces^on to the church was arranged 
which led the too happy couple to the festival. 
Veit and Arnold's master went together, and wept 
heartfelt tears of joy at the happiness of their 
children. For the dinner, Veit had prepared the 
space under the great linden tree, in the middle of 
the village. There the procession went after the 
conclusion of the ceremony. The festive meal 
lasted several hours ; and oft resounded from the 
mingled tables, " Long live Arnold and his lovely 
bride !" 

From the linden tree the happy ones went with 
the two fathers, Arnold's friends, and some play- 
fellows of Elizabeth, to the farm-house on the Eger 
mountain. 
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The house was beautifully situated among the 
bushes of the descending valley ; and in this Uttte, 
but confiding circle, the hours flew like moments 
over Arnold and Elizabeth, who were intoxicated 
with joy. 

In the farm-house was the ornamental bride- 
cbamber prepared ; while, amid the rich foliage of 
the garden, a friendly supper was placed on tables, 
and costly wine foamed, in full flagons, for the 
guests. 

Twilight already lowered on the valley, but the 
joyous circle heeded it not. At length, the last 
gleam of day was lost, and a fine starlight night 
hailed the delighted pair. 

Old Veit now began to talk of his youth, and was 
the more prolix as the wine had rendered him talk- 
ative ; so that midnight came, and at length Arnold 
and Elizabeth saw, with eager anxiety, the end of 
his narration approach. 

At last Veit concluded. " Now, good night, my 
children !"" he said, and would accompany the bridal 
pair to thdr chamber. It struck twelve in the 
village below. — All at once a terrible hurricane arose 
from the valley, and Hans Heiling stood, with a 
horribly distorted countenance, before the affrighted 
circle! 
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" Fiend ! I release thee from thy service if thou 
wilt destroy for me these!" 

" Then art thou mioe !" cried a voice from the 
hurricane. 

" I belong to thee, and expect all the torments 
of hell on me, so thou wilt destroy me these." 

A flame of fire seemed to pass over the mountain, 
and Arnold and Elizabeth, Veit and their friends, 
stood changed to rocks I the young couple lovingly 
entwined, the rest folding their hands in prayer ! 

" Hans Heiling,^ cried the voice, laughing scorn* 
fully from the hurricane, " they are blessed in 
death, their souls ascend to heaven ; but thy crimes 
incur their due penalty, and thou remainest mine !" 

Hans Heiling flung himself, trom the rocky 
height, down into the foaming Sger, which, hissing, 
received him, and swallowed him up. — No eye saw 
him more ! 

The next moming,early, came Elizabeth's friends, 
with flowers and wreaths, to adorn the«new pair ; 
the whole village had flocked together. They found 
the hand of destruction over all ! They recognised 
the procession of friends in the rocky group, and, 
as they wept aloud, the maidens twined their 
flowers around the statues of the lovers. They all 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



176 PROSE TALKS. 

sunk on their knees, praying for their beloved 
souls .' 

" Hail to them !" thus a venerable old man in- 
terrupted the deep silence, " hail to them, who are 
departed in joy and love, and have died arm in arm 
and heart to heart ! Adorn with fresh flowers their 
grave. These rocks remain to us a monument, that 
no evil spirit has power over pure hearts, and that 
true love is true, even in death !" 

From this day every loving^pair used to make a 
pilgrimage to Hans Heiling's rocks, and pray for 
their blescdng and protection. The innocent custom 
has ceased, but the tale remains living in the hearts 
of the people ; and even to this day, the guide who 
shows the stranger the terrific valley of the Eger 
mentions to him the names of Arnold and Eliza- 
beth, and points out the images into which they are 
changed, as well as the bride's father and the other 
guests. 

For matiy years did the Eger roar fearfully and 
wondrously at the place where Hans Heiling was 
precipitated ; and no one passed by without croBs- 
ing hims^f, and commending his soul to the Lord ! 
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A TALE OF THE ITALIAN CAMPAIGN OP IMS. 

WOLDEMAR TO HIS FKIEND CU8TAVUS. 

M >, July 17, 1805. 

As yet, my dear Gustavus, we remain quietly 
opposite to the foe. I cannot comprebend the 
reason of this everlasting delay. The whole anny 
longs to be in the field, and all execrate with me 
this indolent repose which so much relaxes our 
souls. According to appearances we are to remain 
a long time thus ; and our hope of soon coming to 
blows with the French, it seems, will remiun long 
unfulfilled. To-morrow I am to advance two leagues 
farther on with my detachment to lie at Villarosa. 
I am envied this change, for it will be a much more 

pleasant abode. It belongs to Count P , who 

also possesses considerable estates in the Tyrol, 
where thou hast doubtless heard of him. He lives 
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here in the enjoyment of lovely nature, and of his 
family, by whom, as by all, be is highly extolled. 
It cannot be denied that it is among the rude cir- 
cumstances of war, we first perceive the happiness 
of coming into the society of cultivated men ; but 
such appearances are only transitory, and I could 
wish that we were going into the field to-morrow, 
rather than to contJDue longer in this hateful repose. 
That I must thus approach the land which was the 
object of my dreams, that I must, with rough and 
bloody hand, help to drive away fair peace from 
this hallowed ground, pains me deeply. I had 
hc^>ed, under other circumstances, to tread these 
fnmUere. I am now a soldier, and a soldter from 
my own choice, and from pure zeal and love of war i 
yet such feelings do not accord wiUi this sky, nor 
dlis lovely climate, frh^re all, even in spite of the 
very steams of the time, is in such lu&urioua abund- 
ance. thou shouldstseemy splendid Italy, how 
it shines and blooms ! Who would wish to f^proach 
it at the head of a conquering army ? 
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VUIuiMO, Jidy 21, IBOS. 
I write to thee from Villarosa, from this paradise 
of nature ! My friend, envy iHe every hour that I 
pass here ! What a circle of noble beings ! Thou 
shouldst see Magdalena, her tall and noble form, 
her large black eyes, her luxuriant golden locks : 
thou shouldst hear the harmony of her voice ; thou 
shouldst witness these attributes of a noble being ; 
and ah ! thou wouldst forget, as I do, war and its 
rumours. The silent melancholy, the tender traces 
of a deep grief which wave as a holy light around 
the soft features of the lovely girl, and the expres- 
aon of exalted love which speaks in her eyes, give 
Hct an undefined, an indescribable charm. Alas .' the 
angelic prl cannot be portrayed, nor can I aamk 
to thee all the feelings, which, in sweet intoxication, 
assiul my soul. I have even remarked, that I hav6 
aa yet described to thee nothing' properly, or a^ 
usual. Enow then, that Magdalena is the daughtet 

of Count P , to whom Villarosa belongs. I 

have been received with so muCh heartiness anfl 
good will, that I do hot Comprehend my own hap- 
piness. I am now under the same roof witu her, 
am ever near her, and accompany her on the guitar, 
N 3 
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when she sings the canzonets of her native land, 
those sweet songs of love and melancholy; she 
leads me also about the splendid environs of the 
villa, and takes a lively interest in my raptures with 
this world of paradise ! Ah ! she is an angel ! a being 
full of high and infinite tenderness ! I feel every 
impulse of my soul entirely changed ; I feel myself 
better, her presence ennobles me; I feel myself 
happy, I dare to look on her ! Ah ! how h^jpy is 
my lot ! 



VilbnM, July 23, IBOa. 
Heaven be praised 1 as yet nothing is heard of 
our departure. It is to be hoped the armies may 
remain some weeks, and stand peacefully opposite 
to each other ; and then I need not leave my para- 
dise. Never could I have believed that love could 
have 90 entirely changed me I Before I knew her, 
a restless desire drove me onwards, all my pleasure 
lay in distance and in futurity, and life flew o^er 
me formless and dark ! But now — all my exertions 
have an object; in her sacred presence the wild 
tempest of my soul disperses in tender melancholy. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



PKOSE TALKS. 181 

Her presence surrounds me with delight; and 
awakened by the breath of love, the strings of my 
life vibrate to all that is hallowed and exalted I 

As they recdve me with so much kindness, no 
one allows me to feel how unwelcome and how 
burdaisome I must, necessarily, be to them in my 
present situation. What noble beings they are 1 
the father looking in peace on the storm of the 
times; bis tall, serious, venerable form; and the 
mother who lives only in a circle of her own, and 
embraces all within it with fervent love. And, 
Magdalena ! Magdalena ! he has never felt what is 
holy and god-Hkc in life, who has never seen in 
thine angel eyes the glow of high perfection, who 
has never bowed the knee in deep and heartfelt 
bliss to thy purity ! 



Villuou, Julr 26. 
She has a brother whom she ardently loves ; he 
disappeared on account of a duel, and they scarcely 
have an exact account where is his present abode. 
This is the cause of her melancholy, for she is 
■attached to her brother with a love and tenderness 
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peculiar to her amiable heart. Ab she rdated the 
circumstance to me with ail the expression of a 
deep inward grief, the tears standing in her eyes ; 
I cannot describe how much I was affected by the 
narration. There is not any situatiou in the whole 
of human existence, in which tenderness and lofti- 
nesB of soul express themselves more clearly than 
in grief; and it is impossible that life can exhibit 
any thing more affecting or inspiring than the 
lovely tears in the lovely eyes of such a girl 1 This 
was the remark I made to her, and she felt that I 
was not a mere flatterer. She softly pressed her 
hand t»hich I had seized in ecstasy, raised it sud^ 
denly, and said in hastening away : " I think^ 
Woldemw, you are a man of honour !" — Ah ( thou 
canst not know the heavenly tone in which these 
words were uttered! I stood long, and regarded 
her fixedly. Then, on recovering myself, I felt 
impelled to kiss the grass which, in light hovering, 
she had touched ! You will call me a child, Gus- 
tavus ; I am so — but a liappy one I In the evening 
1 lay BO long in the window, that I perceived by 
her light that I am lodged in the right, and she in 
the left »de-wing of the villa, and I can see direct 
into her chamber. I thus stand for hours, and 
watch the flickering of the light till it is ex- 
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tinguished. Then I seize my guitar, and my rap- 
turous strains resound in the clear moonlight, which, 
under an Italian sky, lies still upon the earth, as 
the spirit of the Eternal. Canst thou comprehend 
the bhss which floats around me P Hast thou iui 
idea of these joys in thy breast? Gustavus, they 
never were before perceived by me. 



VUkrosa, July 29, 1806. 
Alas! that I cannot fly to thine arms! that I 
cannot weep in thy fraternal bosom over that excess 
of bliss, which now I must bear i^one ! AUs ! my 
heart cannot contain this high feeling ; I fear it 
must break. Gustavus, she is mine ! From her 
trembling lips flowed the confession of her love ; 
she lay on my breast, and I dared to press glowing, 
burning kisses on her lips. We both sat silent 
and wrapt in sweet dreams on the terrace. The 
sun was just setting behind the mount^ns, and in 
the distance was seen passing by a body of our 
troops; the streaming rays tipt with gold the 
weapons of the horsemen. Then, methought, a 
vmce spoke within me, like the voice of a spirit, 
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and Btud, " Thou goest not ,home !** and deep, me- 
lancholy seized me ! Magdalena soon remarked 
tny fe^nge, and, participating in them, asked what 
ailed me. T named to her my foreboding. " Wilt 
thou devote a tear to meP^asked I, and seized her 
hand. She trembled much, and looked at me sor- 
rowfully with tears in her eyes. I could refrun no 
longer — I threw myself at her feet. " Magdalena," 
cried I, " I cannot be silent ; I love thee !" She 
sunk deeply agitated on my arm, and our lips 
sealed the holy bond. And, as at length we re- 
covered from the glowing tumult of our souls, how 
felt I then ? Already the twilight lay around, and 
hushed the earth in sweet slumber ; but an eternal 
day glowed in my breast, the morning of my bliss 
had dawned. Ah ! bow different was now my Mag- 
dalena ! She stood before me exalted, the spirit of 
a higher existence floated around her, and the 
expression of happy love played about her counte- 
nance, like the nimbus of an angel. At first she 
seemed to me merely as an accomplished girl ; now 
she stood before me as the seraph of a better wra'ld ; 
shyness and maiden modesty bad changed, in the 
consciousness of immortal lore, into a hallowed con- 
fidence in her own strength of character. 

I have not spoken to her parents, but I trust 
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they will not destroy our happiness. They are at- 
tached to Magdalena with such tendenieas, that 
they certainly cannot trouble our enjoyment. Gu»- 
tavus, until thou hast known the happy moment 
when love impels two hearts in a glowing ecstasy, 
and steeps them in the highest earthly bliss — until 
to thee the heavenly sound, " I love thee !" has 
rung from the loved one's lips — never canst thou 
comprehend the infinite, the holy feeling of success- 
ful love ! 



ViUanMSi, August 1. 

Partake with me my happiness, my dear Gus- 
tavus! She is mine! — mine by the voice of her 
own heart, mine by the promise of her parents I 
They have nothing to object to me ; they received 
me, a stranger as I was, into the circle of their 
love. Noble, excellent beings ! Does not all unite 
to fulfil my most ardent desires, even before I have 
ventured ibem ? Does not all coincide in the most 
favourable manner, amid this mighty storm of the 
time, to fix for ever peace in my breast.'' 

I have disclosed to them all my situation, that I 
only make this campaign from my pure love for a 
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military life; at th« cloee of which, I intend to take 
luy departure, in order to sell my estates in Bo- 
hemia and return to my happy Italy, to live only 
for Magdalena and the fair duties of love. All this 
I tell them ; and they feel that, at least, I shall not 
make Magdalena unhappy. But I was compelled 
to press for a speedy deciuon. — I expected every 
moment the order for my departure. At length, 
they gave us their blesang ; and the highest earthly 
bliss glowed in four happy mortals ! Gustavus, as 
her father led Magdalena to me, and said, " Take 
her, the joy of my life, and make her happy !" — as 
she sunk on my arm, and as the kiss of our union 
glowed on our lips, in the sacred presence of our 
parents, I almost fainted with rapture ; angelic 
beings seemed descending around me, and formed 
an enchanted Eden below ! I now rejoice in the 
fulness of those joys which I had before only con- 
ceived in idea, and which now bloom in beautiful 
reality within my reach. Gustavus, I am not wor- 
thy of this felicity. 
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My friend ! what dap of paradise do I live in 
the circle of my love ! The father and mother 
seek every means to prove their love for their 
new son, and Magdalena lives only for me. We 
are all day together; and I perceive how my sweet 
^rl more and more charms, and how her fair and 
nohle soul developes itself. I have already men- 
tioned to you her skill in mu«c: she is delighted 
that when her brother Camillo returns we may un- 
dertake our practice with the due complement of 
voices. Camillo sings a fine and powerful tenor, 
and we already find that we shall then be able to 
execute several trios. I really long for my brother- 
in-Uw. They are all so dotingly fond of him, that 
it must affect every one when the family are re- 
minded of his absence ; and this is scut»ly to be 
avoided, for every where one comes in contact with 
him, every where he is wanting to them : they i-e- 
late every thing so gladly of Camillo, he must be 
an admirable youth. I picture him as a young 
man full of spirit, intelligence, and strength ; pow- 
erful in body as in soul: a young and vigorous 
athlete • 
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Beside that Magdalena sings and plays, she 
draws beautifully. She takes great pleasure in de- 
signing sketches of historical pictures ; and she has 
acquired, in the mechanical part, very considerable 
skill. She has lately sketched the scene where 
Horatia beholds her brother as the conqueror and 
murderer of her lover. In the expressions of the 
muden's face, where the struggle of her inmost 
feelings is clearly exhibited, she has eminently suc- 
ceeded. Thedrawinghasafiectedmemuch, andits 
simple figures liave made a deep impression on me. 
Thou shouldst have heard how sweetly she spoke of 
the sketch, and how clearly she represented herself 
in Horatia's ^tuation. She complained not of the 
murderer of her beloved, she complained only of 
her hard fate ; for it became her brother to conquer 
OS a Roman, and it was not Horatius, — no, it was 
Rome, that plunged the sword in her lover's breast- 
Magdalena is now employed about a portrait of her 
brother, as a memorial for me. The parents say it 
IS extremely like him, so lively is the recollection of 
him in their souls ; but I am not to come and see 
it till it is finished. Gustavus, what an eternal 
round of fair Mid heavenly joys, and festivals of 
love, will be my future life ! How will my sweet 
and lovely girl, with all her charming talents, em- 
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belUsh our friendly circle ! I shall live days which 
I would not exchange for the treasures of the whole 
world. How happy is it, when, from the storms of 
- the sea, the ship steers, with all smls set, into har- 
bour ! — Equally delightful is it, when we fly, with 
the anticipation of the highest earthly delight, to 
the fair dawn of love. Gustavus, my day has 
dawned ! 



ViUsroM, 4 Auguit. 
What I have long dreaded is come to pass. — I 
must leave— must quit my sweet Magdalena. This 
morning, early, I received an order to fall back to- 
morrow, at day-break, two leagues. It is under- 
stood the enemy will advance, and we shall pro- 
bably await him in an advantageous position, on 

the heights of C . Ah ! this whole war, to 

which I was lately attached with so much fervour, is 
to me now almost insupportable. The thought that 
I may lose Magdalena makes me shudder from the 
bottom of my soul, and a sad foreboding floats in 
my dreams. Whether we advance or retire, I 
know that Yillarosa and all that is dearest to me 
on earth will be in the enemy's power, and the 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



190 PRUSK TAT.KS. 

thought tliBtracts me. I am none of those hardy 
souls who can bear every thing : I ctm venture all ; 
buttoattainmyobject through thejrsuffining is more 
than I can bear. How hateful will every moment 
be, when I shall be unable to see my sweet and 
lovely girl, and press her to my throbbing heart. 
Alas! I am no more the former Woldemar. Scarcely 
do I feel courage to sustain the pangs of parting. 
The proud consciousness of manhood bows before 
this feeling of grief. 



Riccat^Do, Angu«i 7, 180ft. 
Let me be silent, Gustavus, on the hour of part- 
ing, on Magdalena's tears, on my own angui^, and 
on her last kiss. I obeyed my mxlera, and have 
now been three days at Riccaidino. It is for me 
a sweet consolation that, from the window of my 
new quarters, I can see Villarosa, and the f^ee 
where my beloved ones dwell. I am constantly at 
this winbow gazing towards it, and my heart almoH 
breaks with its inSnite Imging. All is to me so 
inaptd, so empty; even the loud tumult of war 
itself (for it is bustling here, and other regiments 
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]ie in this place with ua) renuiuis without impwl- 
ance to me. Now I have only one feeUng ; but it 
is a glorious and a powerful one, that with mighty 
force breaks through all limits. Magdalena ! hov 
infinite is my love ! I know not how I can live 
without thee ! 

Two boon later. 
Gustavus, I am dreadfully agitated ! My dark 
forebodings are about to be fulfilled. The ge- 
nertA has assembled us together, and called volun- 
teers for the storming of Villarosa. The enemy 
have occupied it, and seem to intend to fortify 
themselves on the heights. You may suppose 
that I was the first to step forward ; I shall free 
my Magdalena from the power of the enemy. 
What a heavenly delight for me ! But I shall allow 
slaughter on those peaceful pluns, and shall help 
to destroy the fair worid, to which she is attached 
with such inmost love. Can I do it ? Dare I do 
it? O field trf duty! Yet at all events must I 
undertake the risk ; I can the more easily afiPord 
assistance to those I love. The oonfiict will be 
severe. The enemy is in considerable strength, 
and my numbers are small; there is especially a 
want of veteran soldiers, and the general can only 
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spare a few, as a great event is hourly expected. 
Protect me, Heaven ! Duty and love call me, I 
shall purchase my happiness with blood ! 



So far we have Woldemar's letters. In dreadful 
agitation, he, shortly after, repaired with his gallant 
troop to Villarosa. Already, from afar, they saw 
the enemy's posts, and soon Woldemar, as his plan 
was, came unobserved by the way which he well 
knew, through the cypress wood to the neighbour- 
hood of the castle. The enemy's corps rushed fiercely 
on him, as they had either observed his advance, 
or his progress had been betrayed to them. The 
strife began, and they soon came hand to hand. 
Woldemar's troops, as they knew that ihar captain 
fought for his bride, pressed dreadfuUy on the foe. 
The French commanding officer, a youth of tall 
and noble form, fought in the most furious manner ; 
sev^id times he opposed himself to Woldemar, and 
they fought, but he was again separated from him. 
At length the enemy could no' l<Miger withstand the 
powerful attacks of the gallant troop ; they threw 
themselves into the castle, and every officer defended 
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the access to it with furious desperation, as the 
greatest good in life. At length Woldemar rushed 
on it with all his force; the enemy were compelled 
to give way ; the troops press into the villa, and 
Woldemar follows his obstinate opponent from 
chamber to chamber, in each of which a new contest 
began. Woldemar called to him to surrender, but 
in vain ; instead of answering he only fought more 
furiously. Already they bled from several wounds, 
when Woldemar, as he heard Magdalena's voice 
approaching, collected his whole force, and his 
enemy fell jrierced by his sword on the ground. 
At this moment Magdalena shrieking, burst wHh 
her father into the room, and with the cry, 
** Brother ! unhappy brother !" fell lifeless over the 
fallen one. Woldemar shook all over in dreadful 
despair. He stood as if annihilated, — crushed with 
the dread thought of her brother's murder ! At 
length Magdalena recovered by the aid of assistants, . 
who hastened to her help ; her first look fell on 
Woldemar — fell on the bloody sword, and she sank 
anew, lifeless on her brother's corse! They bore 
her away, and her father, who had stood by in dread 
torpidity of soul, followed tn silence. Woldemar 
remained alone, with the fatal consciousness that, he . 
had destroyed the happiness of this noble-minded 
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man. He heard them not as they brought him the 
intelUgence, that the reminder of the foe were 
partly killed, and partly taken. One oppressive 
feeling alone overpowered him, and he yielded to 
the anguish of his despair. At length the count 
Appeared ; he had coUected himself, and offered the 
^yer of bis son bis hand. Woldemar sank over- 
pova-ed with his feelings at his feet, and bathed 
his hand with tears. But the noble-minded old 
man drew him to- his breast, and both wept aloud, 
for their manly hearts broke out into great and 
infinite grief. At length, when the count had 
recovered himself, he related to Woldemar that his 
eon Camillo, when compelled to abscond on account 
of the duel, had entered the Fraich army, and bad 
taken them by surprise some days before. He 
then mentioned also, how Magdalena descanted on 
Woldemar to her brother ; and how he had rejoiced 
that he could thus know, and love the friend of his 
sister. How was Woldemar's heart lacerated ! He 
raved dreadfully, and the count was obliged to 
snatch the sword from his hand, with which he 
wished to end bis grief. But they both observed 
po-sons hastily running to and fro, and feared, with 
too much reason, a new misfortune, Alas ! Mag- 
dalena, whose tender nerves this dreadful scene 
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had so powerfully affected, lay dying! Theo 
Woldemar's desptur arose to the highest ; he swore 
to the count that he must once more see Magda- 
lena, if he was not to curse himself and his finte 
from the bottom of his soul ; he threw himself at his 
feet, and deeply shuddering, the afflicted father went 
away, in order not to refuse the last request of the 
unhappy man. Magdalena, whose heart struggled 
between love and aversion, was with difficulty per- 
suaded to see again the murderer of her brother ; but 
her fair spirit, so near its exaltation, overcame its 
infinite sorrow, and infinite love prevailed ! On the 
subject of this interview, there was found on 
"Woldemar the fragment of a letter to Gustavus, as 
follows :— 

" Gustavus! I am destroyed ! I have murdered 
the happiness of three angels ! The guilt of blood 
lies heavy on me, and despair rages in my veins. 
Gustavus, execrate me ! The images of the past 
assiul my soul ; they will make me distracted 1 
Already, I am raving ! I have seen her once again, 
the heavenly one, whose felinty I have destroyed ! 
Again she looked on me with all the expression of 
her former love ; and softly cried, " Woldemar, I 
for^ve thee I" I fell at her feet ; she raised her- 
self up, with her last remaining strength, to press 
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me to her faithful bosom, and sank dead in my 
arroB. Gustavus ! Gustavus ! my despair urges me 
to follow her. She has for^ven me, the kind, the 
angelic being ! but I cannot for^ve myself; I must 
offer my life as a sacrifice, and only by blood, by 
my own blood, can I expiate the guilt of my heart. 
Farewell ! I dare not reproach my fate. I have 
murdered my own joys. Farewell, then, my fnend, 
my brother! — God is merciful, and will let me 
die!" 



His last wish was granted him. That trifling ' 
skirmish became the prelude to a decisive engage- 
ment, and the next day beheld the two armies 
engaged in dreadful strife. Woldemar fought with 
desperation; he plunged deep amid the enemy's 
ranks, sought death, and found it He fell, pierced 
with many bayonet stabs, in the press of the action, 
and his last word was — Magdalena ! All who 
knew him bewailed in him a true friend, a gallant 
comrade, and a noble-minded man. He was in- 
terred in the family burying-place at Villarosa, near 
Magdalena. Peace be with his ashes > 
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Thk Secretary and his young wife were, yet, in 
the gay and glittering spring of life. Nether in> 
terest, nor a mere passing inclination, had united 
them-. No ; love, ardent, long-tried love, had been 
the Eeal of their union. They bad early hecomti 
acquainted with each other's sentiments; but the 
delay of Sellner's preferment had constrained him 
to put off the completion of his wishes. At length 
he received his appointment, and the next Sunday 
he led his true love, as his wife, to his new dwelling. 
AftCT the long and constrained days of congratula- 
tion, and of family festivals, they could, at length, 
enjoy the fair evening, in cordial solitude, undiB.^ 
turhed by any third person. Plans for thrar future 
■ life, Selbiet's flute, and Josepha's harp, filled up 
those hours, which only appeared too short for the 
lovers ; and the sweet harmony of their tones as 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



198 PROSE TALES. 

to them a fur prelude of th«r future days. One 
evening, they had enjoyed themselves so long with 
dieir music, that Josepha began to complain of the 
head-ache. She had concealed an indisposition 
which she had experienced in the morning from her 
anxious consort, and an, at first, unimportant attack 
of fever was, by the excitement of the music, and 
the exertion of the mind, the more increased, as she 
had, from her youth, suffered much from weak 
nerves. She now concealed it no longer from her 
husband, but anxiously sent Selbier after a physi< 
dan. He came, treated the matter as a trifle, and 
promised that she would be much better in the 
morning. But, after an extremely restless night, 
during which she was constantly delirious, the phy- 
sicnan found poor Josepha in a state which had all 
the symptoms of strong nervous fever. He em- 
ployed oil the proper means, but Josepha''s illness 
got daily worse. 

On the ninth day, Josepha herself felt that her 
weak nerves would no longer sustain this malady ; 
indeed, the physician had already mentioned this 
to Sellner before. She knew, herself, that her last 
hour was come, and with tranquil resignation she 
awaited her fate. 

" Dear Edward," she said to her husband, as she 
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drew hint for the last time to her breaet, " with 
deep regret do I leave this feir earth, in which I 
have found thee, and fopnd true happiness in thy 
love; but now I may no longer remain happy in 
tliine arms, yet shall Josepha^s love still hover o'er 
thee, as thy good angel, until we meet E^fun on 
high !" 

Having said this, she sank hack, and fell asleep 
forever! It was nine o'clock in the evening. What 
Sellner sulFered was inexpressible ; he stru^led 
long for life ; the shiMik had destroyed his health ; 
and when, after many weeks' illness, be recovered, 
there was no more the strength of youth in his 
hmbs ; he sank into a hollow melancholy, and evi- 
dently faded away. A deep sadness took place of 
his despair, and a ^l«it sorrow hallowed the me- 
mory of his beloved .' He had Josepha's chamber 
left in the same state in which it was before her 
death. On a work-table lay her needle-work, and 
in the comer was her harp, alent and untouched, 
Every evening did Sellner go on a pilgrimage to 
this sanctuary of his love, took his fiute, leuied, as 
in the times past of bis happiness, on the window, 
and breathed, in mournful tones, his regret for the 
beloved shade ! 

Once he stood thus, lost in fancy, in Josepha's 
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chamber. A clear moonlight night wafted to Iiitn 
its gentle breezes through the open window, and, 
from a nrighbouring castle tower, the watchman 
called the hour of nine— the harp woke its tones 
agun, as if swept by the breath of a spirit. Strangely 
surprised, he let his flute be still, and with it ceased 
the echo of the harp. He sang now with deep 
emotion Josepha's favourite ^r; and louder and 
stronger did the strings resound the melody, while 
th«r tones accorded in perfect unison I He sank 
in joyous emotion on the earth, and spread his arms 
to embrace the beloved shade. Suddenly he felt 
himself breathed on, as if by the warm breath of 
spring, and a pale and glimmering light flew over 
him ! Strongly inspired, he called out, 

" I know thee, beloved shade of my sainted Jo- 
sepha ! Thou didat promise to hover o'er me with 
thy love, and that promise thou hast fulfilled. I 
feel thy breath — thy kisses on my lip ; I feel myself 
embraced by thy glory !" 

With deeper bliss he seized, anew, the flute ; and 
the harp sounded again, but yet lower and lower, 
until its whispers dissolved in distant and indistinct 
sounds ! 

Sellner's whole faculties were powerfully excited 
by the apparition of this evening ; he threw himself, 
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restless, on his bed, and in his feverish dreams the 
whispers of the harp yet called on him again. He 
awoke late, and harassed with the phantasies of the 
night, he felt his whole being wondrously affected ; 
and a voice was alive in him, which was the antici- 
pation of a speedy dissolution, and which indicated 
the victory of the soul over the body. With infinite 
desire he awaited the evening, and passed it in 
Josepha's chamber. 

He had already lulled himselfinto a sweet dream 
by means of his flute, when it struck nine — and 
scarcely had the last stroke of the clock echoed, 
when the harp began to sound softly, until at length 
it vibrated in full accord. As his flute ceased, the 
spirit-tones ceased with it ; the pale and glimmering 
light flew over him again, and in lus bliss he could 
only utter the words, 

" Josepha I Josephs ! take me to thy faithful 
breast !" 

For the present, the barp took leave with light 
and trembling tones, till its whispers again were lost 
in low and trembling sounds ! 

Strangely afiected by the occurrences of the 
evening, Sellner, as before, tottered hack to his 
chamber. His faithful servant was alarmed with 
the appearance of his master, and hastened, not- 
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withstanding his orders to ihe contrary, to the phy- 
siciaD, who was, at the same time, an old friend of 
Sellner's. He found him with an attack of fever 
of the same symptoms as Josepha had, but of far 
stronger kind. The fever increased conuderably, 
throughout the night, during which he continually 
raved of Josepha, and of the harp. In the morning 
he was more composed ; for the great struggle was 
over, and he felt, dearly, that his dissolution was 
at hand, though the physician did not perceive it. 

The patient disclosed to his friend what had 
taken place on both evenings ; and no opposition of 
the cool-minded man could bring him from his 
o}Hnion. As the evening came on, he grew yet 
weaker, and begged, with trembhng voice, to he 
carried to Josepha's chamber. This was done. 
With infinite serenity he gazed around, hailed its 
fair recollections with silent tears, and spoke calmly, 
but firmly, of the hour of nine, as the time of his 
death. The decirive moment approached, and he 
desired all to quit his diamber, after he had bid 
them farewell, except the physician, who persisted 
in remaining. The ninth hour at length sounded 
hollow from the castle tower, Sellner's face was 
transformed, and a strong impulse glowed on his 
pallid countenance ! 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



PttOSK TALES. 303 

" Josepha," be cried, as if impelled by Heaven, 
<* Josepba, h^l me yet once more on my departure, 
tbat I may feel thee near, and may overcome deatb 
by thy love !" 

Then rang the strings of the harp in tones loud 
and brilliant as the songs of victory, and over the 
departing one waved a glimmering light! 

" I come ! I come !" he stud, and sank back, 
struggling for life. 

Yet lower and lower rang the tones of the harp, 
his last strength was now exhausted by convul^on, 
and as he departed, the harp-strings broke at once, 
as if torn by a spirit's hand t 

The physician, trembling, closed the eyes of the 
deceased (who, notwithstanding his contest with 
death, lay as in agentle slumber], and left the house 
in deep emotion. For a long time, he was unable 
to dismiss from his mind ihe impression of this 
scene; and he observed a strict silence as to the 
last moments of his friend ; until at length, in an 
hour of social confidence, he imparted to some 
friends the occurrence of this evening, and at the 
same time showed them the harp, which he had 
received as a last legacy from the deceased! 
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ADDRESS TO THE PEOPLE OF SAXONY. 

FROM THEIR FRIEND. 
BRETHREN. 

Allied by the triple bond of 
blood, of language, and of our common oppression, 
we come to you ! Open to us your hearts, as you 
have opened to us your doors : the long night of hu- 
miliation has rendered us intjmate ; the dawn of a 
better time shall find us united ! 

We are countrymen — we are brethren — in the 
firm confidence of your persevering in the holy 
cause of Grod, and of our country, many among 
us glory in belonging to you, in having been born 
in your circle, in having been educated in your 
manners. 

As becomes brethren we will now wander through 
your vallies. To whom can this native land, this 
one great father's house to all true German hearts, 
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be more sacred ? To whom can the security of 
a country be more dear ; to whom its prosperity 
more unportant than to us, who have joyfully sworn 
to offer for it our hlood and our lives ? 

Yes; for the freedom of this land we will fight, 
and, as God wills it, will conquer or die t Shall 
foreign tyranny yet longer insult your holy laws, 
those venerable bequests of your fathers ? Shall a 
foreign tribunal thrust itself into your courts of 
justice? And shall that native language prevail 
no more, which you have preserved for ages? 
Shall your granaries, your cellars, still feed a savage 
soldiery ? Shall your wives, your brides, your 
daughters, still be yielded a prize to their unbridled 
licentiousness ? Shall your sons still be slaughtered 
to gratify the madness of a shameless ambition? 
Think on the deeds of your fathers — think on the 
wars of the Saxons against Charlemagne — think on 
the golden time of your ancestors under the happy 
sceptres of the Otbos — think on the heroes of your 
people ! your Henry ! your Moritz ! your Luther \ 
The age is accustomed to recognize great names 
among you. Your fathers requited the sacred 
obligation. Let not a great age find little souls ! 

Look only at yourselves ! What are ye iiow ? 
A sacrificed people, sold to the ruthless will of a 
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single tyrant ! Your prosperity is destroyed, your 
commerce annihilated, your manufactories levelled 
with the ground ! You leave your children to be 
slain by thousands; — you leave them to bum and 
freeze, to hunger and thirst, to lament and def^tair 
in all the torments of hell itself ! Of all your sods, 
whom tyranny has torn from their fathers' hearts, 
a few hundreds only have ever returned ; and these 
bring death into the heart of your country : they 
strew the fatal germ of disease in your healthful 
cottages, and implant torment and despur, the 
sole rewards of a bloody tyranny, in your native 
fields: 

And can you expect forbearance, can you expect 
truth, from those who are natives of a foreign soil, 
who have brought hither, not friendship or justice, 
but rapine and brutal desire ? Has any thing been 
sacred to them ? Have they not profaned churches 
and altars? Have they not committed perjuries 
and ass^sinations P Have they not lately, from 
rash arrogance, destroyed the pride of your ca- 
pital? 

And will ye remain tranquil, and leave the abo- 
mination unvisited — the licentiousness unatoned — 
the shame unavenged? No, no! thou good and 
valiant people ! — no ! thou canst not, thou wilt not ! 
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Hast thou not seen the' Muscovite, how he threw 
the firebrand amid his palaces? Seest thou not 
now the Prussian, thy brother and nearest ally, 
how he prepares himself — Landwehr and Land- 
sturm, — every man capable of bearing arms, in one 
sworn resoluti<m to die or to be free? And wouldst 
thou delay ? — No, thou wilt not delay ; thou wilt 
stand forth, and wilt shake off thy chains ; and the 
withered rue shall splendidly bloom again amid the 
wreath of freedom ! See our mighty host !— We 
have sworn, in the house of God, to fight, — to die, 
for our own and for your freedom : the blessing of 
the church is with us, and the wishes and prayers 
of all true German hearts ! 

Unite yourselves with us, warlike youth of the 
enthralled Saxon land ! Unite yourselves with US, 
ye valiant men of a valiant people ! He who can- 
not march with us can assist the common cause, by 
his contributions, his personal interference. Your 
brethren in Westphalia await us, — the Prussian 
and the Russian eagles fight with ua, — and God 
assists us to conquer ! 

There is, in our host, no distinction of birth, of 
place, or of country. We are aJl freemen ; — we 
defy hell and its alliance, and would drown them, 
even were it with our blood ! 
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No mercetiarjes of peace are we : fortune brings 
us together as revenge and war direct us. When 
the enemy lies low, — when our fire-beacons smoke 
on the mountains of the Rhine, and the German 
banner floats in the breeze of France, — then may 
we hang up the sword in the oak woods of our 
liberated fatherland, and return in peace to our 
homes ! 

Now, so please Heaven, this shall shortly be ac- 
complished. God is with us, and the right cause ; 
and " a strraig tower is our God !" Amen. 

April, 1813. 
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REMARKS 
TRAGEDY OF ZRINY. 



The dramatic works of Komer are considered bis 
highest efibrts, and are certainly those which have 
contributed most to his fortune and his fame. They 
are, as has before been observed, of various kinds, 
and comprehend productions in the several depart- 
ments of tragedy, comedy, c^ra, and farce. Of 
these, however, many are little adapted for the pur- 
poses of translation. His ctnnic pieces, in particular, 
from the niceties of the German idiom ; fivm the 
peculimties of the continental drama ; and, in par- 
ticular, from the circumstance of their being written 
in rhyme, are absolutely incapable of being ren- 
deredinto Engli^, without losing, in a material de- 
gree, the spirit, the fidelity, and indeed the chief 
merits of the ori^aL These reasons, comluned 
with the excellence of the piece itself, have induced 
me to select the tragedy of Zriny, to which I have 
upended a little patriotic incident, which has bem 
dramatized by Komer with considerable skill and 
effect. 

It was this tragedy which, as has been already 
stated, procured its author distinctions of the most 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



4 REMARKS OK THE 

gratifying and honourable liind ; and awar« as I am 
of the inadequacy of this, or it might be said of any 
translation, to convey completely all the merits of 
the ori^nal ; yet, I trust, it will not be found de- 
void of attractions for the English reader. Much 
of its first popularity was, of course, to be attributed 
to the sentiments of patriotism with which it abounds, 
and which bore so striking a relation to the great 
events of the period. These events havfe now past 
by, and the interest arisng from them is propor- 
tionably abated ; yet the sentiments themselves 
continue undiminiclied in influence ; and patriotism, 
courage, and public spirit, will ever excite the 
strongest sympathies of mankind. As a literary 
performance, the tragedy is not free from defects, 
the chief of which will be found to consist in those 
instances of incorrectness and inexperience in com- 
position, which are natural to a youthful and un- 
practised writer. Its merits, on the other hand, 
are of the first rate kind, and display some of the 
highest excellences of tragic writing. The plot, 
thou^ faithful, and even singularly minute in its 
historic details*, possesses much of the interest and 
fascination of fable ; the characters, though limited 
* See for eiunple the curiauB desciiptlon in Act I. Scene X, of 
SoUmu'i a\trj into Belgnde, which u, doubtleu, deriired fiom bu- 
tbentk hutorical sources, 

Trani. 
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in the sphere and the nature of their actions by the 
strict bounds of truth, are yet drawn with bo much 
spirit, and illustrated with so much ability, as to 
evince do less acquaintance with dramatic efiect 
than with the feelings of the human heart ; the eitua- 
tions, incidents, and action are replete with in- 
stances of skill and of good taste ; while the lan- 
guage is throughout poetical, and not unfrequently 
sublime. The whole performance, indeed, when 
considered as the eSbrt of a youth of twenty-one, 
displays such a proficiency in literature and such 
a knowledge of human nature, as will enable this 
composition to vie with the productions of his own 
or any other country ; and to prove how brilliant 
would have been his future career, had it not 
pleased the Supreme Disposer of events to recall, so 
speecUy, to himself, the life and the talents which 
he had bestowed ; and to rank this distinguished 
young man among those great sacrifices which were 
to be made by his country, to redeem hersdif from 
the yoke of foreign thraldom and oppression ! 

As the reader may be anxious to know the opinion 
entertained by his countrymen of this production of 
our author, I beg to subjoin the following remarks, 
which are from the pen of the celebrated Tiedge, 
himself a poet of no mean eminence. 
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"Zriny is the first great tragedy with which 
young Kiimer stept forward and excited attention. 
The subject, which is taken from the Hungarian 
history of the 16tfa century, contains much tragic 
matter, in the highest sense of the term. The Em- 
peiw Maximilian confides the defence of the Hun- 
garian fortress Sigetb, which is besieged by the 
Turks, to the Hungarian General Zriny. This 
valiant warrior maintains its defence with an hercac 
courage which imparts itself to all around him, 
especially to Juranitsch, the lover of his daughter 
Helena. The fortress, abandoned by all external 
succour, approaches to its surrender, which, how- 
ever, is prevented by the universal sdf-sacrifice of 
the besi^ed, who undermine and fire it, and perish 
in its ruins. The exertion of the greatest strength 
with the exhilntion of the tenderest feeling operate 
in powerful unison throughout this tragedy. 

Juranitsch, in the eighth scene of the second act, 
thus addresses his beloved Helena, whose mind he 
endeavours to turn from what is transitory to that 
which is eternal. 

" Not irilhoul the«, beloved, would I dEe I 

I would deput but u ■ hero gbould. 
In the Aill spleodoiiT of mj boldest love. 

What ii there for ub higher in this world 
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Tbx 's l«ft tmiwtcd in our ludlow'd wUhea ? 

Cut life affiwd > momeat of more blin ? 

Here b*ppiaeH il tiuuiait at the da;, 

Od tugh eKnul M ibe late of God 1 " 
What inspired language is this ! how tender, yet 
how powerful •! 

The eighth scene of the third act contains a 
beautiiul soliloquy, where the firm heroic sjnrit com- 
bines in powerful unison with the tendemeas and 
mildness of humanity. Zriny is standing at the 
window, and looks down on the city which he would 
rather have consumed by flames than fall into the 
hands of the barbarian enemy. He thus expresses 
his feelings: 

" Then liet the dty I and > diMin of peaot 

YetfloRts ID melsnchalj o'ei her mob I" 



* Thii Idea will, bowem, by the En^uh reada be traced to 
Sbiktpean at whose eihauttleaa Mnme, Komer, in commoti with 
man; of the moM dinllDguiibed Oenoan wiiterf, had deepljr dmnk. 
Othello Wfl on an occaram predself limilar — 
"If it wen now to die, 
'Tweie nowlo be mort happ7,fbTl &ar 
Hy aoul hath her cmlcnt to afagolule. 
That not another comfort like to thia 
Sncceedi in unknown fate 1 " 

OHiello, Act II. Scent I. 

TiAVB. 
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This splendid soliloquy ends witb the following 
words. 

**Wb>t meuiV ifaou b; tbeu blling tears, old boo ? 
Thj' couDDf DOW lequiiei thine aim alone. 
And thou m^'M pat no queadon to th; feelingi." 
Worthily and nobly here are exhibited the feel- 
ings of the true hero through those of the rough 
warrior, whose wild sallies the world too often con- 
founds with hermc deeds. In order to exalt his 
character Bufficiently, our author opposes to him 
Sotinian, whom, however, be draws with con^derably 
less expressive features; the noble ardour of the 
writer clearly resting on the heroism of Zriny*. The 
two tragedies of Zriny and Rosamuna are both 
distinguished by a beautiiul, rich, and powerful 
diction, abounding in new, strong, and striking 
images ; by correctness of thought and of expres- 

* The Oeiman critie here icaicely doei jiutiee to the sploidid and 
impooi^ pmtnitmt which Eomer haa given of the Oriental despot. 
Tb« Sace, ubitcaif , and trvlj A«Btic character of Soliaian, wtioae 
hcnrie qualtiita are unmini^ed with anji of gentla' aort, and wbo is 
nunmided onlr by the slaTCa and flattenn who compoae hli court, 
praaenB a picture Karcely leu intereiting of ita kind than tbat of 
the Chriatiaa hen> Zriny, whoae itaner Bttribata an reliered and 
aoftcDod by feelingi of nulder nature, and whoie charaeta humo- 
nbei Bnely with that of the female partners of hia triala, hii deTotad 
wife and aAcclionate daughter. 

Tmxb. 
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eion, and by the Jively outline of their representa-' 
tioDS. We are impressed with admiraUon, if we 
regard the works of the youthfuV author as so 
many rapid steps towards perfection. In Zriny, a 
hero of antiquity, a Begulus, a Leonidas, appears 
to our view. We behold a great character io the 
highest elevation of his most powerful exertions, 
who amid the impulse occasioned by outward cir- 
cumstances, and the innate demands of a sublime 
duty, calls forth the expression of our whole sym- 
pathy. And with what variety of interest do the 
other characters around this heroic image afiect us ! 
his spouse, his daughter, and he who loves this 
lass so tenderly, the courageous youth Juranitsch, 
are included as worthy members of this noble head, 
Zriny. To these, is opposed the dreadful storm 
which is prepared and is ready to fall. All preserve 
their highest good, their virtue, under the wrecks of 
those things which were not to be rescued. All 
these characters are so supported and so connected 
with each other, that the highest tragic effect must 
naturally be the result. And even here, our author 
shows great capability of arranging attractive situa- 
tions and circumstances. Powerfully but painfully 
affecting is the scene, in which the tender Helena 
will choose for herself no milder fate than death 
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by the hand of her Juranitsch, which, after a dread- 
fid struggle with himself, he inflicts on his beloved. 
To BO terrible a deed, his trembling hand could 
only be strengthened by the hopelessness of th^r 
situation, and by the dreadful certainty that his 
bcJoved one could by no other means be delivered 
from the hands of the Barbarians. In general, the 
situations in this piece are tra^c in the highest 
degree ; while the author has, by his masterly 
mode of treating them, done ample justice to the 
subject." 
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A TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS. 
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PERSONS. 

SoLiMAN TUB Great, SuUan of Turkey. 
Mebmbd SoKOLownacH, Grand Fizier. 
Ibrahiu', Begler-Beg of Natolia. 
Ali Portvk, Commander in Ch^fofthe Artillery. 
Mustafa, Paska ofBotnia. 
Lbfi, Soliman't private Pkytician. 
A Metienger. 
An Ago. 

NicROLAs CouKT FON Zrisy, 'Ban of Croatia, DaU 
matia, Sclavmia, »Tavernicus of Hungary, am- 
mandanl qfSigelk. 
Eva, bom Countest Rotenberg, his contort. 
Helena, her daughter. 
Caspar Alapi, 

Wolf Paprvtowitsch, I 

Pbtsr ViLACKY, \ Hungarian Leader,. 

Lorenzo Juranitsch, 5 

Francis Scherbnk, Zriuy't Sermnt. 
A Peasant. 

A Hungarian Captain. 
Hungarian Leaders and Soldier,. 
Turks. 

The time of the action it in ike year 1S6G. The scene 
duri^ the first half of the first act is in Belgrade: then 
partly in, partly hf,re. the Hungarian forlreu Sigelh. 
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Chamber in the Palace of the Saltan in Belgrade. 
SCENE I. 

SoLiMAN {loho is seated, deeply musing, his head 
resting on his arm, in the foreground). Levi 
{who Comes in thiougk theprineipal entrance). 

LKVI. 

Has not my lord and sov'retgn wished for meP— 
Hast thou not sent for me, illustrious sultan ? — 
The slave is waiting on his master^s nod.— 
(Aside.) How ! yet no answer ! 
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(/tloifd.) Mighty lord and sov'reign ! — 
FcM-give a trusty servant — Are you ill ? 
Sire, you are ill ! 

SOLIUAN. 

If so, thou canst not help me. 

LEVI. 

Yet, mighty sire, yet — trust a faithful ser- 



if help is posable, I can afford it. 
Have I not proved my faithfulness and skill P 
For forty years my ever wakeful eye 
Hath watch'd o^er all the changes of your life. 
Whatever I early leam'd from wisest sages. 
Whatever nature's self had later taught me, 
You were the object of this various knowledge : 
I know the inmost structure of your being. 
Acquainted with its strength and with its wants.— 
The leech's art may save the puUic weal ; 
Well know I this, and may I but fulfil it I 
Your welfare is the health of all your realm : 
A king and hero's life concerns his people. 



I know thee and I know thy faithfulness. 
Thy skill alike hath oft approved itself, 
And therefore send I for thee. — Tell roe plainly 
How far assign'st thou yet my term of life. 
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Declare to me (dnce I have ever found thee 
A trusty servant), free and unrestrained. 
How iMig I have to live. I will have truth i 

LEVI. 

Such questions, sire, are answer''d but on high, — 
My utmost skill is lost on such a problem. 

SOLIMAN. 

How igniHBnt is then poor human knowledge! 
Thou know^st the himoBt structure of my life, 
Canst calculate the movement of the wheels, 
Yet canst not tell bow long its works shall last, 
Not when its various springs shall all stand still ! 

LEVI. 

My lord, revile not thus my noble art : 
Life's narrow limit is mBrk''d out by Heaven ; 
And midst the silent works by nature wrought, 
Hath never m<Hial eye as yet intruded. 
We can explain the various modes of life, 
Its g^m, its bud, and at the last its death ; 
But in the chaos of far possibility, 
The wand'ring spirit is all darkly lost, 
Whai it wiHild seek the problem to unfold, 
Concealed six thousand years from mortal sense. 
Yet this I may assure you, these strong nerves, 
That fire that glistens in th' heroic eye. 
And all the active ardour of your soul, 
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Foretell full many a year of future life, 

Which bounteous Heaven bath yet in store for you. 

Yet would I not declare it for a truth, 

For science here boasts hut a juggler*s skill. 

S0L1MAN. 

Full many a future year — was it not so? 

LEVI. 

Would you but spare yourself, nor rashly strive 
To break, yourself, the slender thread of life, 
And waste with ruthless hand your vital strength, 
I then could promise you ten years to come. 
Bu{ you must save yourself: to you 'twas given. 
Even to the barren thresbold of old age — 
Which Heaven hath only granted to a few — 
To keep both fame and fortune true to you. 
And twine a fresh and blooming crown of laurel 
In fadeless wreaths around your silver locks. 
Now rest awhile, my mighty lord and sov^rrign, 
Rest from your victories. Whate'er the space 
Whkh Heaven hath yet allotted you, enjoy it 
In the cool shadow of your glory past ; 
Give yourself more to Heaven than to the world, 
For you have lived for immortality ! 

80L1HAM. 

Peace, peace, old man !— I want you now no more. 
Ten years thine art allows me, if I bury 
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My rest of time in indolent repose. 

My life is used but to heroic deeds, 

And could 1 live one year of viet'ry more, 

1 M ask no longer I — Go and call me Mehmed. 



SCENE II. 

SoLiMAN (aolus). 
And shall I spare myself? Shall I behold 
The strength that sleeps in these old warrior limbs 
In base and idle leisure waste and die? 
"Where'er I bore me, the whole world hath trembled : 
It still shall tremble, though 1 must depart. 
Such is the great and godlike lot of heroes ! 
The worm is bom and trodden under foot, 
And leaves behind no traces of his being. 
The multitude, in many a creeping race, 
Renew their poor existence, and tbe vile 
Creep in and out of life, alike unknown. 
But if a victor hero should appear, 
Heaven doth announce him by its flaming stars ; 
He stands a wonder to the torpid world. 
And life is all prepared for bis exploits ; 
When death, at length, subdues the conqueror. 
Then nature wakes a thousand secret voices, 
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And loud proclaims to all the wondering age, 
That to his native flames the phoenix flies ! — 
Yes, I have Uved, I feel it, to all time — 
My fame is mingled with th' immortal stars — 
The world, the flaming world have I subdued. 
I was the only hero of my time, 
Though noble men have lived within my century, 
And valiant warriors were opposed to me. 
I soom to call myself the child of Fortune, 
For I have boldly wrung, by force, from Fate 
What it withheld from many a suppliant's prayers. 
What hath left Alexander so renownM ? 
What hath subdued the world before the Bomans? 
'Tis that 00 emperor Charles withstood his arms, 
No Lti Valette was e'er opposed to them. — 
Charles! Charles I hadst thou, alone, been never 

born, 
Thy Europe had lain prostrate at my feet. 
Therefore I call thee to this last great struggle. 
Proud house of Austria I — raise thy banners now. 
For Soliman will as a victor die ! 
On the beleaguered walls of thy Vienna, 
My old reproach efladng with thy blood, 
I 'II public to the wond'ring world my law. 
Arise, Teutonia ! call thy heroes now ;.— 
Thou fall'st — ^"tis for thy country and thy God ! 
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The world sliall know, that now the lion dies, 
And proud Vienna lights his funeral pile! 

SCENE III. 

SOLIMAN, MeHMED SoXOLOWITSCH. 
MEHMED. 

My lord and sov'reign hath required his servant ; 
Upon thy will attendant wait I here. 

SOLIMAN. 

Give orders for departure, grand vizier ! 
The time is predous, the resolve is ripe ; 
Your prompt obedience shall approve your zeal. 

MKHMED. 

So suddenly, my lord P 

SOLIMAN. 

Whoever yet 
Found him too soon in war ? — Who stands prepared 
Like me, may profit by the varying hour ; 
For e'en upon the person of a sultan 
Time may impose his hard and heavy hand, 
And bleach the aged tresses of a monarch. 
There are three things I wish to see completed. 
And were the weightiest of them well accomplish'd, 
I 'd httle reck if the stem voice of fate, 

eg 
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And the now ipeedy limits of my life, 

Forbade me the completion of the others. 

The holy temple must be quickly finished 

Which I have founded in my capital ; 

Also the building of the aqueduct, 

A work e'en now which celebrates my name ; 

While late posterity shall gladly say, 

As o'er their vales its mighty arch expands, 

Thus did the hero whose great name it bears 

Dispense the &te of victory to mankind, 

And make his way to immortality ! 

HEHMED. 

If nothing else connects thee now with life, 
Which thou hast fill'd with splendour of thy deeds, 
The world, ere long, may weep the greatest man 
That it hath e'er admired within its circle. 
The mosque will soon support its cupola — 
An added wonder of the world when finished ; 
And thou shalt only hiul a few more days, 
Ere tidings reach thee that the giant structure 
Of the vast aqueduct is all completed. 
Now, are, thy third, last wish. — ! do not limit 
In narrow bounds the longings of thy heart ! 
Bethink thee of such high heroic deed. 
That human life must waste and pass away. 
Ere yet completed it steps forth to life.^ 
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Thou hast subdued to thee the will of Fate, 
Thou hast acquired alike th*" esteem uf Fortune ; 
Make the impossible alone thy limit. 
Time will but honour thy heroic daring. 
Nor dare to pluck thee from thy victor path, 
Till thou hast won these laurels for thy glory ! 

SOLIMAN. 

My third, last wish then is — to atorm Vienna 1 
By her firm walls the way is interrupted, 
Which leads the crescent on, in bloody triumph, 
Into the heart of German Christendom ; 
Therefore I willingly de^tart from life, 
Opening a noble pathway to our sons. 
The coming century will accomplish this. 
Now they inherit but a half won world : 
The other half their victor-swords must win them. 
Now to Vienna! Summon all my leaders, 
That I, with you, may plan our enterprise : 
A pressing time requires a speedy action. 

MEHHGD. 

They are assembled in the ante-room, 
And wait expectant for their sov'reign's call. 

SOLIMAN. 

Who are they 'f 

MEHMBD. 

Mustafa of Bosnia, 
All Fortuk, and Ibrahim. 
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SOLI MAN. 

Go call them : — 
They are the noblest vet'rang of my host. 
In such a time opinion counts as nothing. 
And can be honour'd but for innate worth. 
For valour nov is mightiest in debate. 
Call me the leaders. 

[Elxit Mehmed. 

EOLIHAM {solui). 

^ Brave and good old man, 

Remtun but faithful to thy hero still. 
And with a victor's thunders thoXi 'It depart t 

SCENE IV. 

SoLiHAN, Mehmed, Alt Pobtuk, Mustafa, 
the Beoler-Beg. 

SOLIHAN. 

H^ to you ! best supporters of my throne. 
Welcome companioas of my victories, 
I bid you hail ! 

ALL 

My gracious lord and sovereign ! 
Thy noble grand vizier hath just inform'd us, 
That thou would^st have us all depart to-day : 
We wait but on thy pleasure, valiant hero, 
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Prepared for thee, and for the prophet's honour, 
To rush, with transport, to the arms of death ! 

SOLIMAN. 

To victory shall ye hasten, not the grave. — 
Ye knew the German monarch, Maximilian, 
Who calls himself alike the Roman sov'reign, 
Hath for two years refused to pay my tribute. 
And held a dty which is mine— Tokay : 
But I have sworn by the eternal God, 
Upon these Grermans, these base Christian dogs, 
To wreak the vengeance of my long reproach. 
To root out all tlie vile and treacherous race, 
Who cast their scorn upon our holy Prophet, 
And pay their worship to a lying God. 
The crescent shall prevail o'er all the world ! 
And can it do so if this Hungary 
Stands as a barrier to its first advance. 
While German troops obstruct its earliest progress ? 
Therefore will I to war ! 

MITBTAFA. 

My people wiul 
But for thy word, and clamour for the field. 

ALI. 

Their leader's zeal is surety for thy troops, 

THE BEOLEB-BEG. 

Give them occaaon, and they '11 prove their truth. 
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MEHHED. 

The well provided band of Janizaries, 
That bold and well-approved heroic race, 
Who form thine escort on this enterprise, 
With songs of victory call upon thrar sov'ragn, 
In wild impatience for the Christian warfare ! 

SOLI MAN. 

They shall not want for opportunities — 

I know th' Hungarian and the German people. 

And glory in such heroes for my foes ! 

ALL 

A nobler foe excites the nobler courage I 

THE BEGLEK-BEG. 

A hero lights more gladly with a hero ! 

Ht;STAFA. 

The vict'ry will be sterner, yet 'tis outs, 
For our fierce war-cry shall be — Soliman ! 

MEHMED. 

Therefore will I announce, illustrious sultan, 
First of thy slaves will be the German emperor. 
The age hath named thee the great sword of Alkh, 
And Christians term thee too the scourge of God ! 
For this great strife thou 'rt dreadfully prepared, 
No greater host hath trod Hungarians soil. 
For twice a hundred thousand is thine army, 
The bands of all the Pashas scarcely reckon'd. 
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And Hamsa Beg is posted on the Drau, 
Preparing bridges for thy croasing it ; 
While Mehmed B^ hath won his way to Sziklas : 
On slmder floats the brave commander passed, 
Favour'd by night across the raging stream, 
And gain'd a passage to the heart of Hungary. 

SOLIMAN. 

Victory rewards his courage. Lead us on, 
Now is the time : either we take our way 
With hasty footsteps tow'rd the capital, 
And leave both Sigeth unattack'd and Gyula 
(For th' other towns would scarce deserve the pains, 
And by a slender force may be blockaded) ; 
Or else we '11 throw our whole united force 
Upon this rocky fortress, storm and take it. 
And hasten on to meet the German host 
Which Maximilian gathers near Vienna. 
Give thy opinion, grand vizier. 

HEHHED. 

My IfMvl and sovereign, 
It seems more safe, and worthier of a hero, 
In dreadful conflict to Ix^n the war, 
By storming this renownM and mighty fortress. 
Which long in many a strife hath mock'd our power ; 
For Nicholas Zriny, the redoubtable, 
Is at Vienna, as my scouts inform me. 
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'Twere easy then to take the vaunted Sigeth, 
When his heroic sword ia absent from it ; 
Then for Vienna and the emperor's host — 
A hloody day decides the victory there ! 

ALL 

Is Zriny ahgent ? I decide with thee ; 
I would take Sigeth at the first assault : 
But were he there — I know the hero well — 
We might prolong the contest for a month 
In useless strife before the walls of Sigeth. 

SOLIHAN. 

Has then this single man such worth to tliee. 
That thou thine oft approved heroic courage , 
Dost fear to wage 'g^nst this adventurer f 

ALT. 

Nay, charge thy slave with no unworthy fear : 
Hast thou forgotten Zriny^s call to arms ? 
Who, when Vienna was besieged by us. 
Deserved his knighthood from the emperor Charles, 
While yet a tender youth. He 's now a man, 
And thy fierce warriors, who ne'er knew of fear, 
Accustom'd all to look death in the face, 
Shrink when they see his banner float on high ! 

THE SEGLER>BEC. 

And I, my iiege, am too of Ali's counsel. 
Sigeth besi^ed while Zriny is away. 
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Or strict blockaded, as my sov'rdgn said : 
From Gyula we have little cause for fear- 
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SOLIMAK. 
What is 't, vizier ? 

HEHMED. 

The Sangiak HalU tells us 
That Nicholas Zriny is at length retum''d 
Back from Vienna, and, with all his troops, 
Hath thrown him into Sigeth ; it appears 
As if he knew the plans we are devising. 

ALt. 

Arise, great sovereign, 'tis the hand of Allah .' 
Be Sigeth left, and lead us to Vienna ; 
And at Vienna we'll decide the strife ! 

MEHHED, MUSTAFA, and ike BEGLER>BEG. 

Lead to Vienna, there dedde the strife ! 

SOLIHAN. 

What ! are ye mad ? and are ye all my heroes, 
And fear the empty echo of a name ? 
I have laid half the world before my feet, 
Yet Soliman himself can scarcely boast 
Of having struck such terror on his foes 
As this base Christian dog hath won from you. 
'Tis once for all decided, we storm Sigeth ! 
And I will learn to know this bugbear now. 
Who thus hath taught my heroes how to fear. 

MUSTAFA. 

Consider, sire. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



A TRAGEDY. S9 

SOLIMAN. 

No words, on pain of death ! 
We now storm Sigeth. Vizier, we depart. 
My victor wrath hath desolated Ada, 
And shall this count of Hungary mock my power ? 
This he shall dearly pay ; on th' castle mound, 
For this wild raving, I will plant his head ! 

SCENE VI. 
The above. An Aga, and then a Mesienger. 

AGA. 

A messenger from Hamsa Beg, dread sov'reign. 
Awaits, in hope to gmn a gradous hearing. 

SOLIMAN. 

Admit him straight. [Exit Aga. 

Enter Messenger. 

MESSENGER. 

Be Allah's blessing on thee, 
Illustrious sultan ! 

SOLIMAN. 

Say what bring'st thou to me ? 

MESSENGER. 

Thy servant Hamsa Beg hath sent me to thee. 
Three times he sought, with bold, undaunted daring. 
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To throw a bridge across the raging Drau ; 
But the free stream still dash'd away the yotce^ 
And three times was the noble work destroy'd ; 
While many of thy servants found a grave 
In the wild tempest of its furious waters. 
The Bood hath risen far o'er its usual height, 
So much 'tis swollen by ai\ its tribute streams ; 
Therefore he humbly begs, all-gracioug sov'reign. 
That thou would''st wait until the raging flood 
Is calmly settled in its former limits ; 
For 'tis impos^hle, so finds thy servant. 
To erect the bridge against thy passing o'er. 

SOLIMAN. 

How ? I must wait ! how P 'tis impossible .' 
What is impossible when I command ? 
Ha ! treachery ! — Go throw thee on thy horse : 
Tell him I start to day ; and if I find, 
Spite of contending dements, the bridge 
In four-and-twenty hours not thrown across, 
I '11 hang him for a traitor on its banks, 
And thus will teach him what is possible. 
Away .' away ! if life is dear to thee. — 
Depart we, grand vizier, and now to Sigeth ! 

Exeunt. 
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Apartment in the castle of Sigetk. In the back- 
ground Ixo large windows. 

Enter Eva and HELENA/rom the left door. 

(Helena hastens anxiously to the window and 
looks oat.) 

EVA. 

What is H alarms thee ? Tell me, dearest daughter. 

HELENA. 

Ah, my dear mother ! I have dire forebodings, 

And scarcely am myself. AJas ! 1 fear 

A dreadful storm is gathering over us. 

For see ! the tranquil town is all transformed ; 

At every comer stands a group collected ; 

The people are all eager, and the leaders 

Are swarming o'er the castle. Oh good Heaven ! 

What may this mean ? 

Be comforted, my child : 
Some trifling enterprise, no more, be sure on H ; 
We are already used to scenes like these. 
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HELENA. 

May, dearest mother, this is surely more. 
I found Lorenzo breathless in the hall, 
As he came hasting up the winding stair : 
Thou know'st, dear mother, with what ecstasy 
He ever met me, and with sweetest words 
Would tell me of his love and of his hope. 
But now he rush'd, with hasty greeting, past me ; 
And to my question, " Juranitsch, what is it ?" 
He brief exclaim'd, " The service — pray excuse 

me: 
My heart is thine, ray time is all my emperor's T 
Then quickly vanish'd through my father's door ; 
And as I lookM this moment from the window. 
He threw himself again upon his steed, 
And hurried swift as lightning from the castle I 

EVA. 

And does this so alarm thee P Nay, condder 
Thou art grown up amid the strife of arms, 
And wast not formerly so timorous. 
Helena, how thou blushest ! 

HELENA (faliing into her arms). 

Ah, dear mother ! 

EVA. 

Thou need'st not blush : her fears about her lover 
Do honour to the feelings of a maid. 
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The silent buds which the young, tender breast 
Conceals amid the dreatnings of its spriog. 
Shall bloom in beauty, and come forth as flowers, 
When, long perceived through dawnings of affection* 
The sun at length breaks out upon the soul. 
And lore imprints his kiss upon their blown ! 

HELENA. 

Thou art so kind .' 

EVA. 
And shall I not be so P 
Thou canst not tell how happy it hath made me, 
To see those joys that blest my spring of life 
Reviving in my daughter's happiness i 
To wake once more the bliss of early love. 
And hail, beloved girl, again in thee 
The only summer''s day of gloomy life ! 
Alas '. this time can only thus return, 
Can but revive amid our children's bliss ! 

HELENA. 

And does my father know it ? 

EVA. 

He perceives it. 
But he is alt above dissimulation — 
The least restraint is too severe for love. 

HELENA. 

And did he blame it ? 

VOL. II. » 
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EVA. 

Could I, tkinVBt thou, then 
Converse with thee so tranquilly, my love > 
" I seek a son-in-law," exclaimed he once, 
" Among the princes of the Hungarian land, 
" And I would choose him from among its heroes." 
And Juranitsch stands high in his esteem. 

HELENA. 

Ah mother ! mother ! ah how happy thus, 
How blessed bast thou made thy child to-day ! 
And how divine a feeling then is love 1 — ■ 
I tremble, mother, for such happiness ; 
For still, without my father's, mother's hlesdng, 
Its raging transports can no bliss afford me. 
The sun must mildly on love's blossoms shine, 
The dew must glisten, and the zephyr float ; 
For if the day, hot glowing, flames upon them. 
The spring dries up, and poisuious whirlwinds roar. 
And spread destruction o'er the parching plain. 

EVA. 

Here comes your father ; see ! — 

HELENA. 

Oh, Heaven be praised ! 
He looks serene. 

£VA. 

Whsi look'd he otherwise ? 
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SCENE VIII. 

The ahffve, Zeiny, yet unarmed. 

zaiNY. 
'Tw!ll soon be busy with us in the castle ; 
But do not fear, my children, not as yet.— 
The Turk, they tell us, has prepared for war, 
And tlie Grand Sultan, it is siud, in person 
Will lead the hoBt. Yet sure intelligence 
I have not yet ; and at the present hour 
I wait for tidings from my messengers. 
Be not then frightened if the cry to anus 
Should reach you even in your women's chambers ; 
For prudence suits this all-important place. 
This vaUant people glory in the contest. 
And break, already, forth in glad rejoicings. 
While reckoning on approaching glorious deeds ! 

. HELENA. 
Said I not so? Ah, mother, said I not? 
See, my foreboding hath not then deceived me ! 

EVA, 

Think'st thou his purpose can regard our fortress ? 
A K^ ? — or storm ?— Conceal not aught from me ! 

ZRIHY. 

Nay, who like thee would dream of things like these ! 
d3 , 
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EVA. 

Zriny, I have deserved thy confideuce ; 

I ask for truth. Do they intend for Sigeth ? 

do not think so meanly of thy spouse. 
Thine own loved spouse, who, ofiten by thy side, 
Hath look'd undaunted in the face of death, 
That thou despairest in thy inmost soul, 
When she would prove deserving of her hero ! 

1 aek for truth. — Say, do they mean for Sigeth P 

zEutnr. 
If SoUman prepares him, 'tis for us ! 

HELENA, 

Ah mother ! mother ! 

EVA. 

Comfort thee, Helena ! 
Thy father hves, his Mends too yet servive. — 
A hero's child, be worthy of a hero ! 

SCENE IX. 
The above. Alapi, in hia armour. 

ALAPl. 

My lord, fresh news ! — 

ZKIMT. 

Dechire it then aloud ; 
The women must be all acquainted with it, 
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And soon or later were of little import, 

For fear doth only paint concealment blacker. 

What is 't ? 

ALAPI. 

There comes a courier from Fiinfkirchea ; 
And 'tis assured, for these good townsmen tell us 
They Ve ascertain'd it from the very first, 
The Sultan's whole invasion is against us, 
And Turkey sends a mighty expedition. 

ZRINY. 

If Soliman decides to march on Hungary, 
We have not long to wait his fierce attack ; 
We know already the old lion. See, 
Here comes Paprutowitsch ; he brings us tidings. 



The above. Pafbdtowitscr (also in hU armour) 
and a Hungarian Peasant. 

PAPRUTOWITSCH. 

My noble lord, now draw the sword ; tis time : 
The Sultan Kath already pass'd through Belgrade, 
With warlike splendour and with royal pride. 
This peasant here brings sure intelligence ; 
He has seen all their mighty host. 
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ZSINT. 

Infonn us. 

PEASANT. 

I had in Belgrade an affair of business. 
And when the matter was coQcluded, wished 
To take mj horse and seek again my home. 
'Twas rumour'd in the town, the Sultan came 
With wond'FouB splendour, and imposing greatness. 
To make his entrance with his mighty host. 
I dared not stir abroad, so dreadful was 
The pressure of the thronging people there ; 
So staid within, and tbus awfuted hitn. 

First I beheld five thousand janizaries, 
Pioneers, artificers, and all their train ; 
The most of them were well-arm'd, powerful men. 
Then came the slaves, who guard the bashss' 

baggage. 
On foot and horse, all bearing little banners, 
And fallowing each the standard of his leader, 
Nest was the hunting train and felcon-bearers. 
Then fifty noUe horses led by spahis. 
And after them a row of youthful slaves, 
Bearing upon their heads monkeys and parrots. 
And other childish play-things, followed next 
The Boluck bashas came the next to these. 
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With richest heron-plumes upon their crest ; 
Next slaves of the Seraglio ; then three 
IHstinguish'd bashas, Ferhad, Mustafa, 
And Achmet ; then the Baaha Mahomed, 
And next the Vizier Basha — he who acts 
As judge within the camp ; and then a train 
Of Tschaouches' and of Solacks* trf the Sultan, 
Who dealt their blows with clubs around the crowd. 
And shot at people's beads that look*d frotn windows, 
That none might afterwards, exulting, say. 
He had look'd down upon their mighty sovereign. 
Now came the Sultan. An Arabiaa horise 
Bore the imperial and gorgeous heathen ! 
A sabre richly studded o'er with diamonds 
Hung on his saddle, cosdy to behold ! 
The Aga Ferhad rode upon his right. 
And spoke with him ; three beglers followed after ; 
Also three youths, high fav'rites with their lord. 
Who bore his bow and arrows, vest and shawl. 
Then came whole ranks of young and handsome 

pages. 
Who went before the golden equipage. 
Which was a present from the King of France. 
Next eight more carriages, each not less costly ; 
The chasnadar with all his train of slaves. 
Two hundred asses laden each with gold, 
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With th«r attendants, closed the long procession. 
Last came the army, all in proud array — 
'Tis reckoo'd at two hundred thousand men. 
And as the people roam'd, at night, abroad, 
I ventured forth in safety, and am come 
With eager haste, by unfrequented ways. 
To bring to you, my noble count, the news. 

ZBINY. 

Brave countryman ! go cheer thee in my cellar ; 
My treasurer shall bring thee best my thanks. 

[Exit Peasant. 
My love ! 'Us serious now. — I wait Lorenzo, 
Whom I 've sent forth. 

ALAPI. 

He leaps within the court. 
(Helena weeps on her mother's boa&m.) 

ZRINT. 

He brings us news. My love, console the maid ; 
'Tis never other in the land of war '. 
Thou wast already used to times like these, 
Yet have I never seen thee so afllicted. 
Be tranquil! 

HELENA. 

Father ! how can I be so F 
Or if I were, should I be happier then ? 

EVA. 
Peace, maiden, peace ! 
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HELENA. 

Ah mother ! see he comeB, 
And dreadful tidings read I on his brow. 
Behold what valour glistens in his eye ! 



SCENE XI. 

Th£ above. Jubanitsch, in Ms armour. 

ZRINY. 

What bring'st thou, Juranitsch ? 

JUaANITSCH. 

The cry to arms ! — 
My noble lord, already Hamsa Beg 
Hath pass'd the Drau, and won his way to Sziklas ; 
Wasting the land, and firing all the villages, 
He wakes the horrors of a Tvirkish war. 
Give me a handful of thy bravest troops ; 
My courage fires, I long but for the fight, 
And will revenge my country <hi these spoilers ! 

HELENA. 

Heavens t Juranitscb ! 

jnRANITSCH. 

Lament not, my Helena I 
The strife is now, and now I may deserve thee. 
And prove me worthy of thy father's chince, 
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Owning to him my love, and all my wishes. 
Yes ! noble hero, yes ! I love thy daughter. 
'Tis true I nothing have, save this good sword. 
And I denve no glory from my ancestors. 
Yet I have often heard thyself declare, 
A hero's arm may dare to grasp at crowns — 
I aether want for courage nor for strength. 
Let me then forth, and prove the noble spirit 
Which, I perceive, is living in my heart. 

SBINY. 

This will I answer thee on thy return— 

I value more a hero than a noble. 

Yet to thy single valour dare I not 

Confide what now concerns Hungarians weal- 

Caviar Alapi, take a thousand foot. 

And choose five hundred horsemen ; Juranitsch 

And Wolf shall go with thee ; the other leaders 

Thou may*st select as thine own choice directs. 

Then after Mehmed Beg ! — Your little number 

Will be more fav'ring for a bold attack. 

The Turks shall know that there are men in Sigetb 

Who do not dread the vastness of thar power. 

God be with you, and send you back as conqu'rors ! 

AiAPr. 
Confide in me and in thy valiant trocq»— 
Now for our enterprise. To-morrow''s dawn 
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Shall bring us home with richest Turkish spoils. 
Grant me a kind farewell) my gracious countess ! 

EVA. 

Depart, and I, meanwhile, will pray for you. 

JDKANITSCH. 

Farewell, my honour*!! lady ! My Helena ! 
Breathe too a gentle prayer for me to Heaven : 
Be thy petition for love's victory ; 
'Twill be a talisman, and must preserve me. 

EVA. 

Spare her. 

HELENA. 

Alas ! thou goest but to thy death. 

JUEANITSCH. 

No ! no ! death dares not to wage war on love. 

HELEKA. 

He dares not ? — leave me then but that sweet hope ! 

JDKANITSCH. 

Trust me he dares not ; and with this assurance 
I rush impetuous on to yonder strife ! 

[^He draws his sword, as do the other chiefs. 
Who feels his valour must exert it now ; 
The strife is short, the victory is immortal ! 
And since I hope to win no common treasure, 
I must attempt no common enterprise ! 

[Exit hastUy with Alapi and tie Leaders. 
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HEiENA {falling.) 
Mj love, Lorenzo ! 



EVA. 

Heavens ! she sinks. 
zsiNY (supporting her.) ' 

Helena ! 
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{The same apartment as in the last Act.) 

SCENE I. 
Eva and Helena. 



How art thou, dearest daughter P 

HELENA. 

Better. 

BVA. 

ChiJd, 

Thou 'st sadly frighted us : thy sire himself, 
All tranquil and collected as he was. 
Sank in despair when he beheld his child 
Fall pale and trembling in her father's anus. 
Thank Heaven ! returning colour dies thy cheek ; 
'Tis but the pasfing anguish of the moment 
That hath opprest the vigour of thy youth. 
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HELENA. 

Ah ! my dear mother, how he waved to me 

His parting farewell with his sabre drawn ; 

He bade me then a laat — yes, last adieu ! 

For yonder where he goes doth treachery wait him, 

And yonder is the death of love prepared. 

The fatal thought like lightning pierced my breast ; 

My eyesight failed, my throbbing heart stood stili. 

And it came o'er me like the dream of death. 

EVA. 

Thou yet must learn to conquer thy weak heart. 
If thou, indeed, would'st be a hero's bride, 
And wear the wreath that crowns a life hke hers. 
Full many a transport feels the poor man's wife. 
Who, peaceful in the hut by labour eam'd, 
Doth share with him the fetters of their life; 
And when their bams and cupboards all are fill'd, 
And produce hath repaid their weary toil, 
While fortune bears them prosperous on her tide, 
And heaves their joyous vessel on her keel, 
Then she rejoices in her weU-paid labour. 
And in the eyes of her delighted spouse, 
And in the lively faces of her children, 
As they divert them with their varied gifts, 
Life blooms for her all tranquil and serene. 
And sweet enjoyment reconciles her lot ! 
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But otherwise must be that woman's breast 
Who twines her ivy-blossoms of affectuMi 
Around tiie oak-^tem of a hero's love ; 
Each favourable moment she must seize, 
And must retain it as her hi^est good ; 
Her life must ever float 'twixt joy and sorrow, 
Twixt pains of hell and highest bliss of heaven ! 
And if her hero, for his country's freedom. 
Would rashly tear him firom her arms of love, 
Ofiering his brave breast to the murderous steel. 
She must confide in Heaven and in his valour, 
And prize his honour dearer than his life ! 
For, as with other slaves to nature's law,. 
The vital air is the demand of life, 
So^ maiden, is his honour to a man : 
And if indeed thou lov'st thy hero youth. 
As may become his bride and Zriny's daughter. 
It is not then his fair and youthful aspect, 
Nor yet the flatt'ring influence of his voice, 
Which hath entwined thee in the net of love; 
But thou dost love his courage, strength, and glory. 
And the unspotted honour of his name ! 

HELENA. 

Ah '. be indulgent to a poor young girl, 
Who, not as yet instructed how to dress 
Her throng of feelings in unwonted form. 
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Hath yet embraced thy dear maternal counsel. 
But never hath attain'd suiBcient courage 
To offer thee her meek and trembling thanks. 
Forgive me, mother, if I own to thee 
I often dream how truly blest I were. 
Could I, amid some still, secluded vale, 
While piUow'd on the breast of lum I love, 
Behold the changing hours go cheerful by. 
Must I but love him for his strength and courage, 
Which rashly urge him on towards destruction? 
No, mother, no ; I love him but for love. 
Which breathes amid the music of the lips, 
And glistens in the tear-drops of the eye ; 
Him but in love, and love alone in him ! 
Thus waving, trembling, like th' inconstant wind. 
In fearful agitation rocks my soul ! 

EVA. 

'Twas thus with me. The early call of love 
Fiird with a maiden's zeal my maiden soul, 
As it, alike, inspires the daring youth 
To long for war and for illustrious deeds. 
If souls, which, when divided in the world. 
Looked but in drear suspense to ends unknown. 
Feel the serene effects of early love, 
(Accustom'd to the intercourse of mind, 
Till by degrees thrir spirits dioose each other), 
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And have mistaken in their mutual thoughts. 

Sentiment, fondness, feeling, and religion, 

And what else lies perceived though slumbering 

there; 
Then love to them appears in wond'rous guise. 
And wakens two new bdngs into life ! 
The youth vho, sweedy, from his maiden's lip 
Hath drunk the soul- felt joys offender pleasure, 
Sees the wild tempest of his soul subdued. 
The labyrinth of rapture ail disclosed, 
And every fiuiulty which threw him forth, 
In various wild directions, now restrtun'd, 
His young life rocks upon its gentle waves. 
And bears hint safely to the prosperous haven ! 
The maiden too feels her young tender soul 
Awaked to rapture by the kiss of love. 
A clearer courage and more cheerful confidence, 
Th' excited feelings of her venturing hope. 
Prevail all-powerful in her tender iH^ast, 
And weave their bright and holy wreaths of light 
With blissful influence round the happy bride. 
E'en as thou feel'st have I approved it once. 
Yet the fair splendour of a brighter day 
Will soon reveal itself within thy breast ; 
Then hold it firm, and may'st thou long preserve it ! 

HELRNA (falling in ker arms). 
O my mother ! 

VOL. II. , E . 
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BVA. 

Deiir and much loved daughter. 
There 's nought diviner in this loww world, 
Than when, in sweet, confiding ecstasy, 
Light pearls of transport glistening in her ey^ 
The daughter sinks into her mother's arms ! 



The above. 

ZRtNY. 
At the right m(»nent I have sought my love. 
And find my daughter on her mother's breast, 
While deep emotions glitter in your looks. 
O clasp me, also, with you in your artns ; 
My heart grows weak, and, s[nte of effort, presses 
The dew of joy in these old, manly eyes. 
My wife ! — Helena ! 

HELENA. 

Father ! 

EVA. 

Dearest spouse I 
'Tis long Mnce I beheld thee so composed — 
What is it, Zriny ? Thou art deep affected ; 
What sad forebodings lurk within thine eye ?^ 
What is it, Zriny ? 
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ZRINT. 

Leave me, gentle spouse ; 
Believe me I 'm so happy in thine arms I 
A thousand forms are blooming all around me; 
And cheering stand around my Warrior soul, 
So that I cannot rule my weak emotion. 

mortals t mortals ! quickly seize on life, 
And let no fleeting hour pass o'er your head, 
Of which ye cannot say its space was mine, 
And I have tasted all it had of joy. 
Leaving no drop of balsam in its cup ; 

For time is swift, but swifter still is fate. 

Who loses hut th' advantage of a day, 

Can ne'er regain it, though on lightnings borne. 

HELENA. 

Are there no tidings yet ? 

ZBINY. 

None, my sweet girl ; 
'Twere not yet pos^able. Be calm, my child ! 

EVA. 

Is there not more intelligence arrived ? 
Conceal it not from me or good or bad ! 

1 have forebodings of a dreadful time ; 
Accustom me to hear the voice of sorrow. 
Lest dread misfortune find me unprepared. 
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ZRINY. 

Be not alarmed : else, would I leave thee here, 

And trust, with desp'rate and fool-hardy rashness, 

M; richest treasure to the chance of fate ? 

I have sent couriers to the Emperor's court, 

To tell him that the safety of Hungaria 

Is now at stake ; already Hamsa Beg, 

Spite of the storm, hath rearM another bridge. 

Which thrice the stormy Drau had swept away. 

They hourly wait th' arrival of their Sultan. 

Sokolowitsch, with fifty thousand men, 

The Pasha Mustafa, and Kurem B^, 

All well prepared, precede bim on bis course. 

And make before his path a bloody way ; 

And if our heroes do not haste to help us, 

They 'II quickly find the Sultan before Sigeth. 



SCENE ni. 

The above, Schbrenk. 

SCHEREMK. 

My noble lord, e'en now the watchman call'd 
From the high tower. A mighty cloud of dust 
Floats on the road to Sziklas. Doubtless these 
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Must be our warriors, who, with honour crown'd, 
Return from victory with the Turkuh booty. 

[Zbiny goes to the window. 

HELENA. 

Thanks, good old man, for this intelligence ! 
Thanks, thanks a thousand timea ! Say hast thou 

seen him? 
And lives he yet, and comes victorious home ? 

SCHEBENX. 

Who, noble lady ? 

ZRINY. 

Child, what think'st thou <^? 
The watchman only saw a cloud of dust. 
And but conjectured it might be our warriors. 

HELENA. 

Conjectured onlyl ab, could I but stand 

On yonder height, I then would know him well : 

Among a thousand would mine eye have sought 

How is my heart convulsed within my bosom ! 
All the dire torments which, throughout the day. 
Are heap'd upon my weak and girlish spirit. 
With the long anguish of the sleepless night, 
Throw themselves now, in dreadful unison, 
At once upon this poor and suffering heart ! 
Ah, mother ! mother ! come and fling thine arms 
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Around thy tortured child, and on thy breast 
Let me but find my trust, my hope, again! 

EVA. 

Govern thy transports, my beloved child ! 
Thy tender youth can ne'er endure the storm : 
Helena, spare tliyself ! — Thou still may'st weep; 
Then weep at will, but cease these dire emotions. 
Which rend, convulsive thine afflicted bosom, 
While chilling lightnings glisten in thine eye. 

ZEINY. 

^ig they I 'tis they ! here comes the whole assem- 
blage! 

EVA and HELENA. 

Where ? where ? 

ZRINY. 

They gallop up the castle hill ; 
Juranitsch at the head of his brave troop, 
A Turkish horse-tail waving in his hand. 

HELENA. 

Ah, mother ! mother ! hold me, for I sink. 
Grief hath dried up the fountain of mine eyes, 
And I have now no tears for happiness ! 

EVA. 

Collect thyself, thou hast him now agiun. 

ZRINY. 

Hear ye their songs of victory, how they soimd ? 
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Their tones procUum the g^ory of their deeds ! 
They spring within the court and there alight. 

{Through the mndow.) 
Welcome agiun, ye tibble, valiant heroes ! 
Welcome agun ! God and our father-land 
Shall veil repay you this heroic feat : 
Scherenk, away ! throw open all my cellars, 
Throw open too my larders to my warriors, 
And let the gallant troop have due refreshment ! 

[Exit SCHBBENK. 

SCENE IV. 

The above. Alapi, Paprutowitsch, Juranitsch 
{■with a Turkish horse-tail in hia hand), several 
Hungarian Leaders. 

ZBINY. 

My friend ! 

ALAPI. 

My comrade ! 

HELENA. 

Juranitsch ! 

JURANITSCH. 

Helena! 
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EVA. 

You then have triumphM F 

FAFRUTOWITSCH. 

Yes, illuBtrious lady ! 
Four thouBand Turks lie dead upon the field, 
And we hare won incalculable booty. 

JURANITBCH. 

{Lagittg the horae'taU at the feet ^Zriru/.) 
Thus, aged hero, have I kept my promise ! 
From midst of an engaged and crowded throng, 
I pluck'd this horse-tail with a desperate hand. — 
Thus have I kept my promise — ask Alapi ! 

ZBINY. 

Relate, my friend, how passed the gallant action. 

ALAPI. 

Sir, Mehmed Beg lay light intrencVd near Szik- 

las, 
Expecting no attack, and sending out 
Parties to bum the village^ around. 
We first divided in three equal bands — 
Wolf took the left, I led, myself, the centre. 
And gave the right divi^on to Juranitsch ; 
Then rush'd impetuous on, by secret ways. 
To meet the foe; and thus we drew ourselves 
In drcle round his camp, and suddenly 
He was assail'd on all sides with wild outcry. 
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The panic spread itself through all his squadrons ; 
We slaughter'd them, almost without resistance ; 
A few groups only gather'd them together, 
And fought their way in desperation through. 
The others fell ; one part beneath our swords, 
Another threw themselves among the marshes, 
Where countless numbers miserably perish'd. 
Their general, Mehoied Beg, himsdf was drown'd ; 
His son and many noble Turks are prisoners. 
Eight camels, heavy laden all with gold, 
Horse-tails, and banners, by the Christians once 
In unsuccessful combat lost, regainM, 
With such rare booty of all various kinds. 
As if we'd conquered them without a struggle. 
Are the rich treasures which repay our efforts ! 
Yet before all, must I, my noble lord, 
Bear this high testimony to Juranitsch, 
That he hath proved the sword's nobOity, 
And far surpassed hereditary glory. 
To him is due the honour of this day. 
Such is the sentiment of all his brethren, 
Who have fulfill'd their duty all as knights. 
Yet cannot boast of such a daring action. 
Is 't not so, brethren P tell the count himself. 

ALL THE LEADERS. 

The honour of the day is to Juranitsch ! 
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HELENA. 

My dearest hero, oh, how proud thou mak'st me ! 

JURANIT8CH. 

'Twas thou and love that have ins|Hred me to it. 

ZRIMT. . 

Come to my heart, thou young and vahant soldier ! 

Such true nobility as thou hast won 

No monarch in the world can e'er confer : 

'Twill not decay with thy posterity. 

But will survive amid the people's love. 

Id the wide bosom of thy father-land ! 

Great Maximilian will repay the victwy ; 

The voice of all the age reward the deed ! 

Let me appear his representative, 

And grant, myself, that treasure to my hero. 

Which I denied my fav'rite youth, Juranitsch. 

Thou long hast loved my daughtH — take her now, 

And with her take my richest blessings on you. 

JITBANITSCB. 

My father ! — Heavens ! — Helena ! 

HELENA. 

My Juranitsch ! 
O my dear mother, tell me do I dream P 

EVA. 

The light of day breaks on thee ; keep it true : 
Its early dawn is beaming on thy cheek. 
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JCBANtTSCH. 
Thy bles^ng too, dear mother ! 

HELENA. 

Yes, thy blessing ! 

&VA. 

I give you too my blessing, happy pair ! 
Come, my dear son, come to thy mother^s arms ! 

ZRINT. 

Reserve your transports for more tranquil days ; 
The present time belongs to graver matters '■ 
But first of all, my thanks — thanks to you all — 
For each hath shown the valour of a hero. 
And Turkey will remember long your names. 
Now, noble &iends, now comes a weightier matter ; 
The Sultan hastens in full march on Sigeth, 
And e'en to-day I wmt his warrior cry. 
His deadly Allah ! thundering oa the breeze ! 
For a few hours can scarcely now pass by. 
Ere, in the radiance <^ the evening sun. 
We see the crescent glittering on the mountains, 
And bands of janizaries closing round us. 
TherefOTe I think, my friends — 

{A trumpet is heard.) 

Ha ! what means that signal ? 
Some tidings from our foe, or from our Emp'ror. 
What is it. Wolf? 
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(pAPRUTOwiTSCM at the windtno.) 
Peter Vilacky springs, 
With lev attendants, through the castle gates. 

ZRl N Y. 

He comes, then, from the Emperor. Haste, Wolf, 
And bring him hither. 

[Eant Paprutowitsch. 
He 's a valiant hero. 
And, though still young, a vet'ran in the wars, 
In Schwendy^s enterprises oft renown'd. 
See, here he comes ! 



SCENE V. 
The above. Paprutowitsch irii/t Vilacky. 

ZRINY. 

All hail to thee, Vilacky ! 
What hring'st thou us P 

VILACKY. 

The Emperor's despatehes, 
And, if you will— myself. 

A gift we wish'd for. 
A gallant man is now inestimable, 
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And therefore art thou doubly welcome here : . 
Tdl me, when left you then our Emp'ror's court 7 

VILACKY. 

On Monday early. 

zaiNT. 
You have bravely ridden. 

VII^CKT. 

My Emperor's orders and my wishes urged me ; 
And when the service of my country needs it. 
My noble lord, I can do more than ride ! 

ZRINY. 
The Turks have felt the prowess of your arm ; 
You have fought well in Schwendy's enterprises. 
Were you not too at Pest ? Methinks, Vilacky, 
You were esteemed the hero of that day. 

VILACKY. 

What I have done, my noble count, is lost 
In the broad stream of ordinary things ; 
But i^ressed Christeodcon doth mention you, 
Wheti she bethinks her of that bloody day, 
With loud approval, as thy country's saviour. 

ZRIMT. 

I fought few God, my country, and my sov'ragn, 
And every other would have done as much. 
Tell me, bow is it in my master's capital f — 
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Vienna must be full of war's alarms. 

And many foreign knights, I hear, are come there. 

VILACKY. 

The expectatirai of a Turkish war * 

Hath rused up many a pious warrior for us, 

To fight for the support of Christendom. 

A noble Polish count, Albertus Lasco, 

Hath sent twelve wagons charged with warlike 

stores. 
Together with three thousand chosen men, 
Arm'd all in semblance of Hungarian knights, 
Because his king is now at peace with Turkey. 
The noble Duke of Savoy, Philibert, 
Hath sent us, under the Count Camera, 
Four hundred men, all fully arm'd and mounted. , 
From distant England came the brave knight Gren- 

ville, 
Sir Henry Chambemon, Sir Philip Busdell, 
And many a noble Briton, to the host. 
At th^ own cost and charge, with numerous troops. 
The Duke de Guise, and the brave Count de Brisac, 
Accompanied by many knights, from France ; 
He of Ferrara with four hundred knights ; 
Also the noble Duke of Mantua. — 
All these and many bravest heroes n 



vj by Google 



A TRAGEDY. 63 

For ye may daily hear fresh names announced— 
Stand fit for action with the £inperor''s host. 
Lucca and Genoa both have sent us money ; 
Cosmo de Medicis three thousand soldiers ; 
While countless hosts, both knights and commoneni, 
All join in Germany thb new crusade. 
Duke Wolfgang of Deux Ponts, the Palsgrave 

Reinhard, 
The old Duke of Bavaria's eldest son, 
With many squadrons of his vefran soldiers. 
Are to be seen among the combatants. 
The host amounts to eighty thousand men. 
Count Giinther Sch wartzburg is lieutenant general ', 
The Duke of Ponjerania bears the standard ; 
And as I left the city, it was said 
The army soon would leave to intrench at Raab, 
And valiantly prepare to meet the foe. 

ZRINY, 

And have you yet heard nothing of my son i 

VILACKY. 
The young Count George is with the Emp'ror^s 

life-guard. 
He wishM for my commission, and he hoped 
He should, ere long, be stationed in the van. 
I bring you many hearty greetings from him. 
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2KINT. 

Thank you, Vilackj, for your hap|^ tidings. 
You stay with us. 

VILACKT. 

My lord, if you permit me, 
I would desire to fi^t beneath your banner. 
I would be there where skill and strength are found; 
I find it idle in the Emperor's host : 
And for his father-land, if called to die, 
Th''Hunganan dies more gladly with th' Hungarian, 
Led by the heroes of his native land. 

ZRINT. 

You make me proud. It is the best reward 
Tor many a year of strife and manly toil, 
- When hearts like yours confide in us so gladly. 
My cffitiun, Lascy, now lies ill with fever ; 
Therefore I give his late command to you. 
Which he hath bravely led in many a strife. 
When we break up, go forth and meet your troops. 

VILACKT. 

With deeds and not with words would I repay you. 

ZRINT. 

tJow, friends, f ^1 ope the Emperor's despatches. 
Faprutowitsch, go ask th' artillerymen 
If all the gates are barricadoed, if 
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The cannon all are ruiged along the rampart»: 
' Make too the common round of the whole watch : 
I wait for thy report! 

PAPEOTOWITSCH. 

My lord, I hasten. 

SCENE VI. 

The above, without Papkutowitsch. 

(Zbinv retires back and reads.)^ 

VILACKT to ALAPI. 

You have, e'en now, achieved a valiant deed, 
And but this moment are arrived at home. 

ALA7I. 

We Blew th«r general, Mehmed ^Beg, near Sziklas. 
Four thousand Turks have followed after him, 
And we may reckon near three hundred prisoners. 

EVA. 

'Tis long since you achieved so bold a victory, 

HELENA. 

Art thou now blest, Loren?^ ? 

JURANITSCH. 

Am I not P 
All Heaven itself seems open now before me; 
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I feel myself so bappy, not alone 

That I have gun'd, but that I have deserv'd thee. 

HELENA. 

Ambitious man 1 nay, tell me then, has love. 
Love undeserved, been never sweet to thee ? 
Was not my love a free spontaneous fph 
Bestowed upon the youth and not the hero ? 

EVA. 

My lord is much affected : draw we beck. 

ALA PI. 

I fear the letter brings some evil tidings. 

VILACKY. 

My friend, in confidence, ^tis bloody doings : 
Would Heaven the women had but left ibe castle ! 

Zkint (ad/vancing and apeakmg to himaelf). 
I must maint^n myself, and hope no succour, 
Must staad with honour while a man is left. 
His army ''b yet too weak ; he cannot yet 
The common welfare of all Christendom 
Trust to the chances of a single day — 
IntrenchM near Baab, he there awaits the sultan : 
He knows me and my well-tried nation too : 
It 's now required to die for our loved country ! 
A dread command I — Thou know'st me, Maximi- 
lian > 
I thank thee for thy king-like ccmfidence ; 
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Thou know'st thy Zriny, and art not deceived : 
No more reward desire I for my truth, 
Than for my country and my holy faith — 
A ready victim to go forth and die ! 
Yet, Ziiny, bold ! what art th(>u madly thhtking? 
And wouldst thou thus forget thy wife^thy daugh- 
ter? 
Yes, they must seek Vienna ; and the emperor^ 
And yet not so, my people's hearts will faii, 
If they bdiold their leader thus despur. 
Twice hath the fortress been hard {wess'd before. 
Yet left I wiie and daughter in the castle. 
The place b strong, the petqile prov'd and tru«^ 
In the last danger there 's a secret way*— 
They must remain ! Thiu how does fortune sftort ! 
Our country may denuad our every ofieriBg: 
No woman is too weak for a brave death ! 
Courage 1 they ^ajl ran^ 1 O Majikmliah 1 
In this stern eoBt«(st I a^mve my truth, 
All my whole hiHise for thee and for thy pec^le, 
My dearest bewurcs for onr lioly faith ; 
For nothing is too precious for our country t 
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SCENE VII. 
The above. 

PAPECTOWIT9CH. 

My lord, all 's ready as you gave command ; 
The rimiparts are prepared, and round the city 
The gates are fasten'd with all due observuice. 
And truly it was time, my noble count : 
The watch-tower guard informs us, he percEdvea 
Large bands of Turks along the Car horizon. 
Five villages are burning, and the bands 
Of desp''rate janizaries swarm around ; 
While from Fiinfkirchen comes a courier now, 
Informing us that Ibrahim leads the van, 
As he intends attacking us to-day, 
If we prepare our squadrons for a sally. 

ZRINY. 

Then be each man attendant on my orders, 
And call me every one who now bears arms, 
Or who can bear them, to the castle-court, 
That 1 may there declare the emptor's will. 
And what bold Zriny hath himself resolved! 

{Exit Papbutowitsch. 

VILACKT. 

Will you not send your lady and her daughter. 
While yet the ways are safe, on. to Vienna, 
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Confiding them to our aU-^^radous sov'ragn ? 
My lord, it seems to be a fitter place 
For tender women. 

ALAPt. 

Such is too my counsel. 

EVA. 

No ! Zriny, no .' let me remain, and thus 
Show that thou think'st not basely of thy spouse. 
I see in all the glances of thine eye 
That here 'tis serious. Drive me not away ; 
Where should the wife be but beside her husband ? 
Let me remain ! 

ALAPl. 

But then your daughter, countess ! 

EVA. 

Helraa too shall show us that she loves. 

HKLENA. 

Nay, father ! Father, send us not fr«m thee ! 

JUSANITSCH. 

Sigeth is strong, and we, thank Heaven, are men. — 
What fear is there ? 

VILACKY. 

None, certainly, for men : 
But for the women !— 

EVA, 

Zrinv! 
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BELBFA. 

Father! 

ALAPI. 

Friend! 
We'll fight more freely, knowing them in safety. 

JUKAHTTaCH. 
More freely, then, we may, but not more bravely. 

EVA. 

Where am I safer than with thee ? 

ZBINY. 

Remain, then ! 

EVA. 

Thank thee, my Zriny, thank thee for thy We ! 

ZRINV. 

Now to our business — wait me in the court-yard : 
I *11 arm myself, and then address the people. 

Ai^pi and viLACKY. 
We fc41ow thy-commands. 

ERIKY. 

Adieu, then, now ! 

[Exeunt Leaders. 
ZRINY. 
Come, dearest wife, and tie me on my scarf. 
Thou armest me for no inglorious strife. 

[Exit zeith Eta. 
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SCENE VIII. 
JuRANiTGCH and Helena. 

JDKANITSCH. 

Thaok Heaven we are at length alone ; and now 
I may pour forth my swelling heart to thee. 
And say how happy and how blest I feel. 
Ilelena, now my own, my lovely bride ! 
HELENA. 

Ah, Juranitsch ! what gives me now such courage? 
What is 't inspires, amid the strife of war, 
Such fiur and lovely clearness of our joys ! 

JUEANITSCH. 

What can it be but love ? for we, Helena, 
Are now united — we have proved each other. 
The storm without may threaten as it will, 
It shall not part us ; the stem will of Fate 
May break, as break the waves upon a rock. 
Against the firmness of a loving pair. — 
Say what is lasting, th«i, like our true love. 
Which lives amid the tempests of the time P 

HBLEKA. 

I feel it too, and clearly as the morn, 

It dawns in brightness o'er my timid breast. 

Yet docs it make me mournful, truly mournful. 
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That this dread war which rages round our walls 
Embitters thus my forest hour of life ! 
I cannot, undisturb'd, with holy rapture, 
Drink in my father's blessing from hia lips. 
He threw him for a moment in my arms. 
Then the fast tears that spoke his deep emotiim 
He quickly dash'd away ; his country called him 
From the belov'd embraces of his child, 
With chilling sternness, to the noise of war. 

JURANITSrH. 

Chide me not harshly, if I freely own 

'Tis thus I oft have wish'd to win his blessing. 

Thus have beheld it in my duing dreams. 

You women love a calm domestic bliss, 

With still enjoyment of the deepest joys ; 

But to us men, the favoring chance of fortune 

Is the grand prize, when, quick and unannounced, 

It glances swift as lightning on our souls. 

Amid the storm of fight, when hearts beat high, 

Under tbe swords of furious janizaries. 

To ask his blessing was my highest wish. 

But Fate was not disposed to grant me this ; 

Yet may I not be angry with its will, 

For bright and noble was the glorious moment 1 

' HELENA. 

O thou rash man ! 
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JURANITSCH. 

Rash ! nay, I am not so. 
I am all desp'raie and all bold for love. 
And all enthuuast for my father-land '. 
For that I've won thee, and won too thine heart. 
And that I dare to die — is all my pride ! 

HELENA. 

Be not so terrible ! how die, Juranitsch P 
And canst thou then forget thy poor Helena? 
Now 1 lose thee now ! — Oh who could e'er express" 
The dreadful bitterness to lose thee now ? 
Who could ima^ne such a deadly thought? 

JUBAMITNCU. 

Not without thee, beloved, would I die, 
But with thee— in thine arms ! O say, Helmut, 
What can this wide world now afford us more ? 
And is there yet a nobler bliss below ? 
I would depart — but as a hero should, 
In the full splendour of my boldest love ; 
And what our wishes have but promised here. 
Shall be fulliird amid the joys of Heaven ! 
What is there for us higher in this world 
That 's left untasted by our hallowed wishes ? — 
Can life afford a moment of more bliss?^ 
Here happiness is transient as the day, 
On high eternal as the love of God ! 
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HELENA. 

take me with thee on thine ardent flight, 
Thou noble spirit ! Yet awhile, this earth 
And this pow passing life will hold me down. 
Yet I '11 not chide — 'tis fair, 'tis passing fair; 
And many a blossom of a happy time 
Which thou, in thy temerity, hast scom'd, 
Blooms wond^rously setene within my breast ! 
Yes, Juranitach, this earth indeed isfair^ 
'Tia passing fair — but only since I love thee ; 
Since, with the spring of rapture, my young heart 
Hath deck'd the world around me all with flow'rs : 
Since I have loved thee, life hath first been fur — 
Since I have loved thee, know I first existence !— 

JUaANITSCH. 

My sweet and lovely bride ! 

HELENA. 

My Juranitach ! 

^Embracing. 
Ah ! (Xtuld I lay thus ever on thy heart ! 

JUBANITSCH. 

Hark ! I hear manly voices in the court. 
'Tis so, they wiut my father. Let me go, 

1 must away. Farewell, my sweetest maid — 
Yet this one kiss. Farewell ! . 
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HELENA. 

Oh not so Bwiftly 
Force me to waken from my happy dreams ! 

JURANIT8CH. 

Oh that I could delay! — but duty calls me. — 
Farewell my love, my bride ; sweet mmd, farewell ! 



SCENE IX. 

HELENA (sola). 

Farewell '. farewell ! — And must he leave me thus ? ■ 

My heart is all so full when I behold him — 

The air is all so gentle in his presence — 

How happy were I, could I ever clasp him ! 

Alas ! that all these fairy colours fade, 

That I shall ne^er again a tint behold < 

I was so happy when my love was nigh, - 

And now am all so lonely and forsaken ! 

Where is he gone ? where is my love-siar fled, 

Drawn with bold impulse to a high career. 

Pure as his heart, and endless as my love ? 

My dreams are sad, I see the towns on fire; 

Would I could steep my spirit in his soul. 

And pour my tortured feelings forth in tears ! 
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The Court of the Castle of Sigeth. 

A LA PI, ViLACKY, Papeutowitsch, Jura- 
N ITSCH, Hungarian Leaders and Soldierj. 



I never saw the count bo serious yet, 

Though I haye stood by him in many a fight ; 

For wond'rously enraptured and inflamed 

Did he beam on me his heroic eye :— 

I may not say what are my inmost thoughts. 

JUBANITSCH. 

The lion glows with ardour in his soul. 
When he beholds his foe prepared for conflict ; 
I too am thus. The clangour of the trumpets 
Inflames my soul like an intemp'rate draught 
Quafl^d from the recent and inflaming vintage. 

PAPRUTOWITSCH. 

That is, my friend, the ardour of thy youthj 
Which flames no more through Zriny's hero-soul. 
If so divine a spirit glows in him, 
How nobler is it than mere love of conflict ! 

VILACKY. 

He seemM to me as if prepared for death ; 
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Vow'd to his God, his country, and his aov'reign. 
This between us — it is not for all ears. 
Full many a one hath courage at the moment, 
When high example fires him to the deed ; 
But what, at distance, flames thro' bloody clouds. 
He cannot contemplate without affright. 
Come but the time, our courage is prepared, 
We are Hungaiiane, and our Zriny leads us. 

ALAPI. 

Here &miea the count. 

PAPRUTOWITSCH. 

Kow, brethren, 'twill appear, 
I think, now I behold him, with Vilacky. 

JUUANITBCH. 

Shout to receive him, now your general comes. 

ALL. 

Hail to our hero, to our father Zriny .' 

SCENE XI. 
The above. Zeiny {in his armour). 

ZRIMV. 

I thank you, brethren. Are you all assembled. 
All that are capable of bearing arms. 
As I desired? 
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PAPBUTOWIT8CH. 

They are, my noble ItmJ. 
2RIMT. 

Then listen all, and hear your leader's counsel. 
Soliman hastens, with encvmous force, 
To Sigeth now, and presses our destruction ; 
And at this time, our emperor Maidimlian 
Proceeds to Raab, there to intrench his host ; 
His force too feeble yet, in open field. 
To wrest the doubtful laurels of the war. 
It were a dang'rous venture to reheve us, 
Therefore he trusts to our own rocky firmness, 
That we for God, our country, and our freedom, 
Despising death, as is becoming heroes. 
Will die with transport for our holy faith. 
Their forces shall not daunt us — the whole sea 
Breaks when 'tis dasVd against a single rock ; 
Th^ ^«ater numbers shall not fright us, though 
They bring a himdred against one of us. 
God is with us, and all his. holy angds ! 
I feel a host within my single breast — 
All Chnstendom looks on, with anxious eye. 
On us and on our little band of warriors. 
Where'er the cross is jJanted on the heists, 
I'he people fall upon their knees, and pray 
Th' Eternal God for us and for our cause ! 
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And as tbey trust in us, and in our strength, 
Let us prove strong for conflict, bold for death, 
ShouM I, ere long, be doom'd to meet my fate, 
And should I early fall in, fight beside you, 
Then let my ancient friend in arms, Alapi, 
Fill up my place, and bim obey as me. 
Now hear the last memorial of my will. 
The strict injunctions of your governor ! 
He who refuses to obey his oflicer ■ . 

Shall be beheaded ; he who leaves his post, 
Though wete it only for a moment, dies 
Without a trial, if no orders call him ! 
He who receives a letter from the Turks 
Dies as a traitor E Should the foe send letters, 
Tbey shall be thrown unread into the flames. 
If any two shall treacherously combine, 
Whisp'ring their secrets in each other's ear, 
They shall be hang'd, and he shall perish with them 
Who sees their plot without discov'ring it ; 
For we are altogether dying men. 
And have no secrets here from one another 1 
The death of lum who at the castle gate 
Hath drawn, to.day, his sword upon the guard, 
-Confirms to you the strictness of my orders. 
With him dies, too, the janizary captain, 
Who utters from his lips of blasphemy 
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And the three hundred Turkish priaoner^— 

For we have no provinon for these dogs, 

And give no quarter as we ask for n<Hie — 

They shall requite for villages on fire, 

And for the guiltless lives of brethren slain. 

Then -let a large and blood-red cross be placed 

Upon our gates, in signal of our faith, 

That it may show these desp'rate Turkish hounds 

How and for what th' Hungarian fights and dies. 

And as I now, the 6rst, your governor, 

Kneel before God and pledge a'solemn oath. 

So do ye next, and swear it on my sword ! 

[ He advances and kneels. 
I, Nicholas, count of Zriny, swear to Heaven, 
Truth to my God, my country, and my emperor. 
Even to death ; and so may Heaven forsake me 
In the last struggle of my parting life. 
If I abandon you or shrink Irom sharing, 
In life or death, a brother's part with you. 

[Bise,. 
Swear aftw me, my brave and warlike people. 

[AU kneel doivn ; the Leaders place tfieir 
sabres an Zriny'a sabre. 
viLACKY and alapi. 
So swear we, noble Zriny, in thy presence. 
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Truth to our God, our aovVeign, and our country. 
Wen to the death, eVn while a man remains ! 

ALL. 

E'en to the death, e'en while a man remains i 

JUEANITSCH and PAFRl7TOWITSCir. 

So swear we, to thee, strict obedience, 
Where'er thou lead'st us by thy sov'reign will. 
E'en to the death, e^en while a man reraains ! 

ALL. 

E'en to the death, e'en while a man remains ! 

ZBIMY. 

Heaven hears the oath,and will avenge the peijured! 
[The curtain faUs quickly. 
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ACT III. 

7^ Tent qflhe Grand Sultan before Sigeth. 

SCENE I. 
Mustafa aad Ali Portdk. 

ALI. 

Have I not thus forewarn^ thee P Now, by Allah, 
We conquer these Hunganans not so quickly. 
If Zriny's ardour fires thrir little host — 
I knov him well. 

MUSTAFA. 

Tell not the sultan thus, 
For the old lion looks all wild and furious : 
The Begler Beg hath fill'd up all his anger. 
And cannot these adventurers await 
Till we at length invite them to the field ? 
Their little handful, and two thousand Turks, 
We buried but last ev'ning. This is madness ! 

ALI. 

Have I not stud so ? We should now have been 

Far on our journey to the captal ; 

But here we spend our strength against this rock. 
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Meanwhile the etnp^ror will collect together 
His bands of warriors firom the whole of Europe ; 
And if we thus are tired and weaken'd here, 
How shall we stand against our fresh opponents ? 
'Tis contrary to reason, — ^"tb mere child's play ! 

HU8TATA. 

Friend f friend I thy head — 

Is thine then more secure 
Because thou dar'st not blame such idle rashness ? 
For should tcMnorrow^s stomuBg prove no better. 
We all shall sufier for his senseless doings ; 
And he will drown amid the blood of slaves 
His inward anger at his own offending. 



SCENE II. 

The dftow. Mebhes. 

MEHMEQ (cxdUng bock). 
Cease the attack, and let the troops fall back 
As quickly as you can. Th' attempt is useless : 
In vain have floods of Turkish blood been spilt. 
Sound a retreat as quick as possible. 
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[To Au.) 
O AH ! you have prophesied misfortune, . 
And truly is your prophecy fulfilled. 

ALL 

Sokolowitsch, I have foreseen it coming ; 
But Soliman looks coldly on such knowledge, 
And would but ill requite the prophet for it. 
How many costs th* assault to-day P 

MEHMBD. 

Three thousand 
Of our best warriors ! Did ye not perceive 
How Zriny, like a fierce and furious boar, 
Dash'd those who madly damber^d on the walls^ 
In headlong fury from the lofty height, 
Whence they fell all in lines, along the ramparts P 

MUSTAFA. 

The janizaries fought with bravery. 

ALL 

What 'vails their brav'ry 'gainst such foes as these. 
Who, in their fooUsh ^enzy, yield themselves 
To die for Grod, and for thor country's faith, 
And go to death as to a victor banquet ? 
Trust me, I know them, 'Us the self-same spirit 
That cost us many thousands once at Rhodes, 
And before Malta cost us too our honour. 

HEHMED. 

Have you yet seen the sultan P 
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MUSTAFA. 

We attend ■ 
Upon his bidding, here within his tent, 
And yet we are not callM. 

HEHMED. 

Peace ! for methinks 
I hear him coming. Now may Heaven hut grant 

him 
Afav'ring ear for my intelligence. 
For 'tis a dangerous olHce to announce 
Such news as this to the victorious lion. 

ALL 

He comes. 

MKHMEU. 

Assist me with thy counsel, Ali ; 
He trusts in thee when all my efforts fail. 

SCENE III. 
The above. Solihan. 

SOLIUAN. 

How is 't, vizier ? 

MEHHED. 

The assault is brokai off. 

SOLIMAN. 

The pest on thee ! who order'd the retreat ? 
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MEHMES. 

When I beheld thy janizaries slain 

By thousands, in a useless massacre, 

I ordered the retreat, to save thy troops 

For better fortune on a hap^er day. 

The ramparts cannot long withstand our batteries. 

They fall, and we, attacking o'er their ruins. 

Shall plant the crescent on the walls of Sigeth. 

fiOLIHAN. 

That Sigeth soon must fall I kaow full well, 

But ^tis the time that 's predous; I would buy 

Its quick surrender with a million lives. 

Nothing is now too costly to gain time. 

I never yet was sparing of men's lives. 

And must I learn this in my last exploit ? 

Thou know'st me, Mehmed, dread my direst anger ! 

On thee I lay the orders of my will. 

Is it too weighty for thy stender strength ? 

Bestir thee now, or thou, thyself, ma/st perish. 

MEHHED. 

If I have err'd, illustrious lorS and sov'reign. 
The error sprung but iVom a worthy motive. 

SOLI MAN. 

The slave should but obey : to give directions 

Is the sole province of lus lord —mark that. 

Why tremblest thou P What hast thou to reflect on! 
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Storm ! I vill storm ! — If they refuse to go. 
Let them be chased with dogs up to the walls. 
Storm ! I will storm I — 

ALI. 

My noble lord and Eov'reign, 
Forgive thy servant but aae angle word, 
Which I would humbly offer to your wisdom. 

sOlihan. 
What is it ? 

ALI. 

Storm no more to-day. To-night 
I '11 cannonade the fortress and the town ; 
They ^11 hold out but a little while, believe me. 
Let the Hungarian prisoner come before thee, 
And he 11 inform thee of the state of Sigeth. 
Give thy exhausted host a short r^tose : 
A wise delay hath oft effected more 
Than sudi a contest— victory is not forced. 

^ SOLIMAN. 

I wish to conquer it, and I will conquer ! 

AU. 

Think but on Malta ! 

SOLIMAN. 

Death and hell, how, Ali ! 
Tell me no more of Malta, if thy life 
Is dear to thee. I bear far more from thee 
Than should become the sultan Soliman. 
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My life is placed at thy supreme disposal. 

SOLIHAN. 

If thou doBt think thus, if thy real opiDion 

Speaks freely in thioe a^iect, I forgive thee. 

I love the truth which not e'en death can frighten. 

In token of my great and sov'retgn favour, 

I '11 follow then thy counsel) and deMsU 

Bring me th' Hungarian. 

ALL 

■ Yes, my lord, forthwith ; 
I have sent for liim. 

MtTBrAFA. 

He 'b a noUe warrior, 
Whom we should never yet have ta'en alive. 
Had not, by chance, a janizary's sabre 
Struck a deep wound upon his warrior-face j 
So that he fell all powVless from his horse. 
And was first wakened by our surgeon's skilL 
See where he comes, all weakened and exhausted. 
Yet in his eye still gleams heroic fire, 
And courage quells the Bufferings of his &ame. 
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TIk above. Vilackt, severely wound£d and ex- 
hoMSted, led in by a Turkish Aga. 

SOLIHAN. 

A manly visage, daring and heroic : 

I ""m proud to have for foes Buch noble men. 

Say, what art thou ? 

VILACKY. 

Hungarian and a Christian, 
And therefore doubly hateful in thy sight, 

SOLIMAN. 

And dost thou think that I would lower myself 
To hate a single man, thou haughty dreamer ? 
I do not count the drops within my ocean. 
My hate regards the nations, but as nations ; 
Inform me then how is it now in Sigeth ? 

▼ILACKY. 

You Ve but to storm it and you'll quickly learn. — 

MEHHED. 

Insolent slave ! address not thus the sultan. 

VILACKY. 

Thou ul perchance his slave — but I am not ! 
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A free Hunganan bows him but to God 
And to his king !— 

EOLIMAN. 

Tbou pleasest me, young Christian; 
Fresh from thy heart and in thy foeman's face. 
If I had Dot well known th' Hungarian courage, 
Should I have ta'en such trouble with thy CQuntry? 
The lion glories that the bear obeys him, 
Not that the mongrel hound insults the monarch, 

VILACKY. 

Thou lion, then, defend thee from the bears ; 
For a true bear will never fear thy mane. 

SOLIMAN. 

Then shall he learn full well to dread my talons. 
Now, Christian, tell me how is it in Sigeth ; 
And if I soon upon its capturM ramparts 
May hope to plant the holy victor sign ? 
. If thou should'st proudly yet persist in silence. 
Then will I quickly loose thy speechless tmigue, 
And death and torture wait thee ! Now reply !— 

VILACKY. 

All that you have to hear trom me, great sultan, 
Is not, by Heaven, deserving your harangue '. 
Withdraw, I counsel you, for on the^ walls 
The Inllows of thy fortune dash to atoms. 
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Zriny himself yields not to La Valette ; 
'Tis but a second storming of St. MichaeL 

SOLIMAN. 

I have subdued both Africa and A^ 

And ^ven them laws ; and dost thou think, weak 

idiot, 
Thy handful of Hungarians are invincible F 
With twice a hundred thousand lay I here. 
Sufficient surely to o'ercome all Europe ; 
And thinkV thou that these rocks can stand agiunst 

meP 

VILACKV. 

A multitude is useless against oiurage. 

Those now in Sigeth can accomplish more 

Than thou canst do with all thy hundred thousands; 

For they can all die for their holy faith ! 

No drunken courage theirs like thy rash host '. 

No I — as becometh heroes, cool and prudent ! 

SOLIMAK. 

Yes, they shall die, the rash fool-hardy wretches, 
The desp'rate seameu who, against tJie stream 
Which thunders o'er the rocks of the abyss, 
With desperate resolution bend their course, 
And headlong fall, and hurrying down are drawn 
Into the whirlpool of the mighty deep, 
While time forgets the mention of their name ! 
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No, Solitnan, their name shall live and thine, 
A star eternal 'mid the change of time, 
To the remotest ages of their nation. 
It may be splendid, for a royal conqueror, 
To claim the earth as his inheritance, 
When he hath triumph 'd o'er the vanquish'd world. 
But still believe me, 'tis a higher glory 
If, when a world-destroying meteor light 
Thunders destruction on all nature round it. 
We offer then to yield our lives and freedom, 
And boldly stand against a world in arms. 
Thee, Soliman, posterity will judge. 
And brand thee with the curse of tyranny. 
This dare I tell thee. See, thy slaves all tremble ! 
That I, the dread and fearful name of tyranny 
Have thrown their mighty sultan in the face ! 
Yes, Soliman, posterity will judge thee ! 
Thou hast been victor in full many a strife. 
But still thy glory stands not yet so high. 
Which thou o'er human corses, ruin'd towns, 
And over half the world subdued, hast rear'd, 
As that which the grand master of St. John, 
Philip de VUliers, whom thou hast o'erthrown, 
Hath won him by his courage and his valour. 
Now, Solinian, now bring thy executioners. 
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My hope of life hath vanishM with these words : 
No other will dare tell thee what I \e told ! 

SOL I MAN. 

Christian, thou 'rt free ! what is the moon concerned 
When the hound barks at her P I give to thee, 
By Allah ! little when I give thee life ; 
For life is nothing ; but to noble men^ 
To craw] amid the dust is not to live ! 

VILACKY. 

At such a price I will not ask for life : 
Thou ehalt still honour me, and let me die. 

50LTMAN. 

Christian, I long have ceased to honour men. 

VILACKT. 

Then learn from me, 111 owe thee for no mercy. 
\TeaTs off his bandage. 
Stream forth, my blood ; here, or upon the field, 
I die for Heaven and for my father-land ! 
Curse Soliman ! Ltmg live my noble emperor ! < 
[Fulls senseless. 

50L1MAN- 

Rash fool I And yet if Maximilian 
Boasts many more such friends he ''s rich indeed ! 
Go, drag him forth, and if departing life 
Should still be found to linger in his heart. 
Then nurse him gently, and let Levi tend him. 

[He is borne off, _ 
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SCENE V. 

The above (without Vilacky). 

aOLiMAK [to himaeff"). 
O Christian 1 Christian ! thou hast sternly spoken. 

HEHM£D. 

The sultan now seems sad and deep affected : 
The Hungarian's holdness has displeas'd hini much. 

MDSTAFA. 

Friends ! I am anxious for our master's life. 

ALT. 

This mmung early I found Levi here, 
The Sultan's skill'd phyudan, the old Jew ; 
And when I ask'd him how our sov'reign was, 
He shrugged his shoulders, and declared the journey 
Had harm'd him more than he himself bad thought j 
For joy^ as well as victory, is required 
To renovate, within his dried-up veins, 
The ardent courage of the hero's strength. 

UVSTWA. 

He is much worse than he himself imagines : 
Did he as yet possess his strength and fury. 
He would not thus have pardon'd the Hungarian. 

MBHMED. 

Let us retire, he seems to meditate. 
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See, now be frowns in gloomy rumination : 
I/et us retire and leave him to his dreams. 

[The Chiefs retire. 

SOLI MAN. 

Bethink thee now, thou old and hoary hero, 
. For such a spirit wast thou not prepared. 
Thou hast not dreamed to meet a second Malta ! 
There still are men who can defy thy fkvour. 
If Ziiny's troops are all like this enthusiast. 
It were indeed a mad and rash beginning, 
To risk the time wluch is so precious now. 
Upon this handful of -adventurers, 
Who have nought else to hazard save their lives. 
The tott'ring fortress then must fall — ^yes, must, — 
E'en if I fill its deepest trenches up 
With the dead bodies of my janizaries. 
Yes, it must surely fall. But to gain tkne 
Is still the greatest difficulty \eit. 
Yet came I hither merely to storm Sigcth F 
And does my utmost scope tuid wish extend 
No farther than this handful here of earth, 
No farther than these rash and desperate troops. 
And tlus adventurer, this Zriny here F 
Have I not arm'd me for the strife of Europe ? 
Have I not wish'd, upon Vienna's walls,. 
To give my laws to all the German nations F 
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And shall I lay 8 month in useless strife 
Before the fortress, but to dash my head 
In desperation ^gtdnst a barren rock — 
All to acquire the vast renown of chasing 
Two thousand poor Hungarians from this mouse- 
hole ?— 
It were insane, were worthy of a mad-house. 
And shall I thus my great heroic life 
So basely end, and q>end my latest strength 
In the poor contest of a common strife ? 
No ! no ! by Allah, no ! I will not do it ; 
I feel I have but little more to live. 
My inward anger wastes my pith of life ; 
Therefore 'tis presang ! Sigeth must remain, 
And GyuLt, till I can, at length, prepare 
My last great battle-field with Maximilian, 
Be it dedded. He who wins the world 
May like a prodigal bestow his alms. 
Still Sigeth must be mine. No treasure's dear - 
If it concerns that dearest treasure, time ! 
Vizier ! 

HEHHED. 

My lord and sov'reign. 

SOLIUAN. 

Hence to Sigeth, 
And ask to have a conference with the count. 
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He must, surrender, for resistance now 

Were madness all unworthy of a hero. 

He shall be sov'reign monarch of Croatia, 

With as much treasure as he wishes for. 

For Sigeth 's all to me. Tell him I will 

Esteem him as my friend and firm ally, 

If hell but yield. Offer him — hear'st thou not ? — 

Croatia, an hereditary kingdom : 

Employ the utmost influence of thy skill, 

And I '11 reward thee as ne'er king rewarded. 

So he but yield ! 

HEBMBD. 

My gracious lord and sov'reign, 
If I know Zriny, this will nought avidl. 

SOLIMAN. 

It shall avail, it must — I will it ! — Tell him 
If he surrender not, I '11 murder all, 
I '11 spare no child within its mother's womb, 
And pve th^ wives and daughters to my slaves t 
Hold ! said ye not, erewhile, that young count Zriny 
Was yesterday ta'en pris'ner in a skirmiEdi ? 

MEHUED. 

'Twas but a vague report. 

SOLIMAN. 

Yet, De'ertheless, 
Tell him we have his son, and if he will not 
VOL. II. . H 
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Yield up the cattle, I will have him martyrM, 
Ab never man was martyr'd yet : such torments 
Will I invent, that hell itself shall shudder 
At the unheard-of anguidi of his sufferings. 
Thus do I {dace, befwe his view, a crown, 

' And the all-mangled body of his son ; 
And if he does not gladly seize the crown. 
By Allah ! if he does not choose the kingdom, 
I then have lost my venture on mankind. 

' That mmnent would avenge th' insulted world. 
[Exeunt omnes. 



SCENE VI. 

7%e large Apartment tn Sigeth. 

ZrINT, AlAPI, PaPRUTOWITSCH, JvRANtTSCH. 

{^everai Hungarian Leaders appear Jrom the bacJc- 
■ground.} 

zKnnr. 
What think ye now, my brethren ; msy I yet 
Hold the new town still longer ? may I dare. 
Confiding in the firmness of its walls, 
Await the next assault? Or mi»t we now 
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Hurl the dread firebrand on the townsmen's houses, 
And thus, with dire unpitying hand, destroy 
That which our swords may now protect no more ? 

JCBANITSCH. 

_ Nay I no such cruelty, my dearest father. 
But leave the burning to the janizaries. 
Shall the poor citizen who here hath left 
His wealth and goods confided to our care, 
Shall he behcrfd his countrymen destroy tliem. 
And see the firebrand thrown amid his stores. 
Which he had deem'd conoeal'd and veil protected ? 
The walls are strong, the people bt^d and true ; 
We fear a firesh attack, ^d then perhaps 
They may have lost reliance on our strengtfi. 
Then shall we have preserved our king a city, 
And our true dtizens their goods and weami. 

2B1NY. 

This sen^ent does honour to thy feelings. 
And I am gratified that tlion so well 
Canst plead for human joys and human welfare. 
He who can rage a lion in the 6^tlt 
Can ne'er forget the lion's nobte nature. 
But thou art here the youngest in our atcle ; 
And though in courage thou dost equal taiy. 
Thou c«ist not know, as yet, the art of war. 
Speak thou, my Mwient friend — what says AlafM? 
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ALAPI. 

Lorenzo's sentiments I well have weighed, 
, And gladly too would I preserve the town. 
But we are few in number, and the walls 
Are too exten^ve for our scanty forces. 
We cannot oflFer to the janizaries 
On every side an adequate resistance. 
The town beude, to-day, by All Pmluk, 
In every part hath terribly been damaged. 
The towers are fall'n, and at the next attack 
'Tis past our e£fbrts to prevent a breach. 
The townsmen, at their earliest, will remove 
Whate'er is moveable of all their goods. 
And bring them safely to the old town here. 
Then be your smoking firebrands thrown am<Hig it, 
For better 'twere to bm'n it to the ground. 
Than Ali Portuk, having 'trenched him there. 
Should storm more easily the andent town. 

ZBIMT. 

Such is my counsel too, my noble omirade. 

PAPRDTOWITSCH. 

It is, to me, incomprdiensible 

(Yet would I not forget all due respept). 

When I bethink me that our emperor, 

With dghty thousand men entrench'd at Raab, 

Makes no appearance to relieve us here. 
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Does he not value then his warriors* lives. 

His fortress neither, nor this hero's life — 

Ay ! more than all thp rest, this hero's life ? 

'Tis all too strange to be, when we re6ect on 't, 

To sacrifice his fiuthful subjects thus. 

Whom he might sare for a more prosp'rous time. 

Who can may compr^end — it passes me. 

ZRINY. 

Friend I rave not thus agunst our emperor ; 
He hath anxiety and care enough— 
Tlie base and vile are oft opposed to him, 

spare him then the melancholy feeling, 
That the good, too, must wilfully mistake him. 
And look on life all difl^rently from him! 

1 know it pidns his fond, paternal heart. 
And coats him, too, in silence, many tears, 
'llius to devote both me and mine to death ! 
Yet deepest wisdom dictates his resolve, 
And I would bow me to his sov'reign will. 
Here we, a ungle band, may prove of use ; 
We cost our foe full many a desp'rate strife ; 
And he, by this, gains time to call his people. 
And what are we compared with such a host ? 
Would'st thou overmaster and retain the sea. 
Thou would'st not count a drop that may be lost : 
The individual sinks in uoiversal, 
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It is our sovWigD'ajufit and lawful right: 
He may demand the sacrifice of thousands 
Whene'er the weal of millions is concem'd ! 



SCENE VII. 
The above. An Hungarian Captain. 

CAPTAIN. 

A Turkish general halts before the gate. 
Commissioned by his sultan, as he says, 
To bold with you a conference of peace. 
He Btates, his mis^on is to you alone, 
And he would s)>eak to you without a witness. 

ZRINY. 

Shall I admit him t 

ALAPl. 

It call do no harm, 
And I would fain discover what 's his business. 

ZRINY. 

Bring him to me. Remain ye in the gallery, 
And be ye ready at my earliest signal. 
Respecting the new town, I HI next consider. 
But give immediate orders, by this means 
The citizens may save their best effects. 
Give orders, also, to prepare the firebrands. 
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For in Beven places it sludl burn at once, 
When I give orders. Hasten ! Let him come. 

[S*eunt all esctpt Zriny. 



ZBiNY {solta. JValki to the ■window and looks out). 
There lies the city, and a dream of peace 
Yet floats in melancholy o'er her roofs ; 
The cannons all are still, the lengthen'd strife 
Hath wearied friend and foe. 'Tis peaceful all ; 
The streets are silent as in times gone by, 
And each doth harmless seek his own alTairs : 
They close their doors, but little think, alas I 
No morning comes to open them again ; 
They little deem that the destructive lightning 
Which dashes all this lovely dream of peftca. 
Already loVring in the stormy clouds, 
Waits but the hand that shall direct it down. 
And must my orders wreck this lovely bliss ? 
Heav'n trusts the fate of oountless citizens 
Within my hand, and must I then destroy them t 
And can I, dare I ask for life to come f 
• Yet I must cast my own, too, in the huiard. 
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Offer my wife, my child, and all my frienils, 
Who willingly have trusted to my fortunes, 
And th«j must, guiltless, share in my destruction. 
Alas, poor innocents ! thus, ^reading death, 
Dare I arrest Heav'n's angel in his course, 
Destro^ng what I built not I Darest thou, Ziiny? — 
What sudden burst of melancholy 's this? 
What meanV thou by these woman's tears, old 

hero? 
Thy country now requires thine arm alone. 
And tbou may'st put no question to thy feelings ! 



SCENE IX. 
ZBiKY,the Hungarian Captain, then Mehh&d. 

CAPTAIM. 

The Turkish chief. 

ZBINY. 

I am alone — admit him. 

[Exit Captain. 
Enter Mehmed. 

ZRINY. 

What, thou Sokolowitsch ! the grand vizi^ I 
All hail to thee !— What may'st thou bring to me ? 
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The sultan would some weighty things of Zriny, 
Since he hath sent the noblest of his host. 

HEHHED. 

My mighty lord and sultan, SoUman 
Commends his gracious sentiments to thee, 
And would demand of thee, and of thy brethren, 
(Knowing your weak resistance is in vain, 
Sittce it at length must bring your own destruction) 
To yield the fortress to his mighty host. 
The sultan honours thy heroic courage, 
And grieves to treat thee as an enemy ; 
Therefore be sends to offer thee this choice, 
Which is but just and fitting to his power, 
Whether thou wilt, to-day, yield up the fortress, 
If not, he storms it without more forbearance : 
Death — is the word, and those who are found alive 
Shall perish all beneath the murderous axe ! 

ZRINV. 

Wilt thou go on yet more, Sokolowitsch ? 

Thou might'st have spared thyself the journey 

hither. 
I am a Zriny — that is all my answer ! 
If Soliman esteems me as a hero, 
He cannot hope to find me as a traitor ! 
How he will fare when he has storm'd the fortress. 
Another than myself will reckon with him, 
For I discharge alone my duty here. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



106 ZKINV, 

MBHMBD. 

I would advise thee simply ad a warrior : 

Butthou'rt a husband, — fadier. — Think thee, Zrinj, 

The sultan's anger spares not even women ; 

He swore to give them to hi» vilest slaves, 

If tbou would'st not surrender. Thou canst die 

In nightly conflict as a hero should ; 

But recollect thy women. — Zriny ! Zriny ! 

I shudder as I think 1 — These tender creatures ! 

Conceive them shun with base indignities. 

To gratify the people's furious mood ! 

ZRINT. 

Thou art a skilful painter, grand vizier, 

When thou would'at freeze the ]ife-blood in the heart! 

MEHHED. 

Let me advise thee, Zriny. 

Z»IMY. 

Tbou, poor Turk ! 
Thou know*st not woman, nor th' heroic courage 
That swells so mighty in h«i tender bosom. 
Let thy vile slaves rejoice them in the off*ring: 
They are old Zriny's wife and daughter, Mehmed, 
And both know well, if needful, how to die ! 

MEHHBD. 

He would not have the fortress without price ; 
That 'tis important, will the price declare, 
Which he hath bade me offer thee. CroaUa 
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Is thine, as an hereditary kingdom, 
With ag much treasure as thou may'st require. 
As friend and firm ally he will exalt thee 
To the high summit of the noblest honours! 

ZRINY. 

Fie on thee, Mehmed, that thou dar'st to offer 
To Nicholas Zriny insults such as these ! 
Go tell thy sultan, to a true Hungarian 
His honour 's dearer than a monarch's crown. 
He can destroy both me and all my people ; 
But he must leave my honour still. remaining; 
He cannot yet destroy it like a country, 
For it extends beyond the sultan's sway ! 

MEHHED. 

Now, then, since nothing moves thee, headstrong 

man. 
Now, bear my last, my parting words, and tremble. 
Thy son has been brought in from an incursion, 
And is a prisoner ; if thou yieldegt not, 
The sultan swore such tortures to invent. 
As should wake pity in the. breast of fiends. 
Thus on the son, tormented limb by limb. 
To wreak bis vengeance on bis headstrong father ! 

ZaiNT. 

Mysonimy George.' Oh God, thy hand is heavy! — 
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UEHMED. 

Come then, resolve, the tortures are prepared ! 

ZRINT. 

Here need§ no resolution. Zriny is 
Prepared for all. Go ! rack and torture lum. 
And tear bis quivVing limbs with red^iot pincers ; 
George is mj own, my son, he '11 die a hero ! 

^Calling at the door. 
Paprutowitsch '. The firebrands to the town ! 
The highest boon I asVd of Heaven is granted : 
My son shall die, all worthy of his father. 
God now hath heard my prayer ; I am contented. 
Whether beneath your axes, or your swords, 
He dies for God and for his father-land ! — 

[^s above. 
The firebrands to the town ] Now let it bum ! — 
Ask him amid his parting torments, if 
He 'd buy deliverance with his father's shame P 
Ask him — My son ^all answer no ! — and die ! — 

H EH II ED. 

My soul admiring bows before such greatness. 

ZklMT. 

O think not that the meanest of my brethren 
Would cherish thoughts unworthy of my own. 
Believe not, vizier, that my wife and daughter 
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Would hold opinions different from mine, 

I as a man, and thej as tender women. 

But stay, thou now shalt hear it from their lips. 

Helena ! Eva ! Juranitsch ! Alapi I 

Come all, and baste to celebrate our victory t 



SCENE X. 

. The fAave. Helena, Eva, Alapi, Juranitsch, 
Pafrutowitsch, and Hungarian Leaders from 
different aides. 



What would^st thou, dearest ? how inspired thou 
seem'st ! 

ALAPI. 

How is it, friend P what is it fires thme eye P 

ZKINT. 

Kow hear thyself. — Come, tell this doubter here. 

If, of your own accord, ye have not sworn 

To brave both death and danger for your country I 

THE HEX. 

With free accord and of our own free-will. 



U;mz=d by Google 



no ZKIKV, 

ZEIMY. 

Tdl him, ye women, nnce be '11 not believe it. 
Ye too were strong enough, your tender breasts 
To yield as vicdms to the murd'rous blow, 
Whene'er your honour and your faith required it. 

ETA, 

~ I follow thee with tranqwrt to destruction ! 

HELENA, 

The hero's bride shall with the hero die ! 
zsiNY {spreading out hii arms). 
Come to my heart! Oh, heavens, how rich am I ! 
[ji group. Through the window i» sem the 
glow of fires, and firebrands fi^ through 
the air. 

PAPRUTOWITSCH. 

There fly the firebrands now upon the town : 
The flames have caught on nil sides — see, it burns ! 

ZEIMT. 

Mehmed St^olowitsch, go tell thy Ind 
How thou hast here found Zriny at his post ; 
What were his sentiments and all hia people^s. 
But see, before thou measur'st back thy way. 
The flflTning city hath e'en now announced it ; 
For Zriny is with dreadful zeal devoted. 
To him bis honour ''s dearer than a crown ; 
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His father-land more than his own son''s life. 
He will stand fast, e'en to the night of death .' 
Assault je now — we Ve ready for the strife ; 
But ye shall never take a man alive. 
And Sigeth's ruins axe our common grave ! 

■ [Curtmn ^fiiils qutckfy. 
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Soltman's Tent, 

SCENE I. 

SoLtHAN, much exhausted, teaied on a chair. Levi 
behind him. Mehued cornea In through the chief 
entrance. 

HEHHED. 

How is the sultan ? 

LEVI. , 
111, extremely ill ; 
I fear much haim. 

HEHHEO. 

How long hath be been thus P 

LEVI. 

Since your return from Sigeth. For whatever 
Was the intelligence you brought him thence, 
It con, at least, have been no joyful tidings. 
He sent for me, and dreadfully inflamed 
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I found his old, heroic blood, and saw, 
By his so feverish look and glowing eye, 
A deadly strife was struggling id his breast. 
The second storming fail'd, the third, the fourth. 
And lastly the fifth also ; the old town 
At length was yielded, b^ng undermined : 
But Zriny fighting fell back to the castle. 
Then the stem anger of the Sultan's breast 
Plucked out the very strong-holds of his life. 
He bade them count the dead ; they only found 
Five hundred rash Hungarians on the field. 
While many thousands of our bravest troops 
Lay couchM beside them in that bed t£ death ! 
An aguish fever seized upon him then. 
And shatter'd all his last remfuning strength. 
Now be lies yonder pale as one that 's dying, 
And the next morning finds him here no more ! 

HEEHED. 

Draw back a little. — My imperial master, 
I bring you joyful news from Petow Pasha : 
Gyula is oursj for Eeretschin hath yielded. 
And given himself up to the Pasha Bebeck. 

SOLIHAH. 

What matters that ! Tell me that Sigeth's mine. 
And take all Egypt for thy kingdom then ! 
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MEHNED. 

King John de«red the Pasha to present him 
The fortress for himself, but he refuses, 
Unless he pays fom- hundred thousand guilders, 
Which this Hungarian war already costs us. 
The Transylvanian will not pay the money 
But sends his diancellor. 

SOLIHAH. 

But he shall pay it, 
Else rests the fintress mine. He hath induced me 
With perfect ease to undertake this war; 
Told me the empenn- was now so weak, 
So deep in quarrel with the German princes, 
It were impossible he could withstand me ; 
And promised me beidde a thousand knights, 
Beside all love and aid from the Hungarians. 
But when I come, the emperor, suddenly. 
Collects a most enormous christian host ; 
Th' Hungarians are more hostile now than ever, 
And all the thousand knights beside are wanting. 
Tell him I '11 drive this lying out of him : 
He may rqoice in my imperial anger ! 

HEHHED. 

He must, ere this, have heard just such a e 
The chancellor stated, the Hungarians freely 



vjr,v Google 



A TRAGEDY. 115 

Had sworn to render him the greatest aid. 
But when your army bum'd up all their towns. 
They, suddenly, withdrew their proffer'd friendship. 
And as to Maximilian, that the king 
Himself was cheated by false iuforroation. 

SOLI HAN. 

Ay, but the knights ! what sdys he now of them ? 

Mehhed. 
The king declares the brid^ was thrown too late. 
Which hinder''d all his fbrc«s on the Drau 
From joining us, aa was agreed upon. 

SOLIMAN. 

Accursed bridge ! who built it ? 

HEHHED. 

H^nsa Beg. 

SOLI HAN. 

Behead him, go ! for I will not endure it 

That thus my slaves ^ould throw the blame of 

fulure 
Upon each other's shoulders. Hear him not. 
Though he should still proclaim his innocence. 
He shall atone it, that the Transylvanian 
Thus makes excuses for bis recent failure. 
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SCENE II. 
SoLiMAN and Levi. 

SOLIHAN. 

Thus stand I at the limit of my deeds ; 

The vorid hath surely trembled from its course, 

If ray dire anger thus is interrupted ; 

And nov I lie in idle weakness here, 

And waste my strength upon this barren fortress. 

Tis over with me. — The old lion dies ! 

LEVI. 

He dies! 

SOLIMAN. 

Accursed dolt ! dost echo me ? 

LEVI. 

My noble lord, forgive a poor old man, 
That cannot now restrain his deep affliction. 
Who will not weep, who will not now lament. 
If Bucb a stM- should vanish from the heavens, 
That, like the sun, hath lighted up its century ? ■ 
I too have honoured its illustrious image ; 
My hopes and all my joys are now no more ! 

SOLIHAN. 

Then I must die ! 
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LEVI, 

Alas ! my lord, in vain 
Would I revive the silent voice of hope. 
Let this console : thou liveet for all time 
Great in the field, in science and in life. 
For thou hast rearM thee an eternal temple, 
Where ever bright thy name immortal shines ! 

SOLIMAN. 

Say, must I die ? 

LEVI. 

Should Heaven effect no miracle, 
The world to-mcHTow weeps upon thy corse. 

SOLIMAN. 

What is to-day P 

L£VI. 

The anniversary 
Of thy proud victory over Louis ; also 
Of Buda's fall, and of the fall of Rhodes. 
A prosperous day, my Sultan, for thy family ! 
For thy grandfather, Selim, often boasted 
Of several victories won by him this day. 

SOLIMAN. 

Yet Zriny ! Zriny ! now the hour is thine ! 
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Tlie above. Mehhed, the Beclek Beg, and Ali 

POSTUK. 
MBHMED. 

My sorerd^ lord, thine orders are accompUsh'd ; 
Before his seat hath fallen the traitor^s head ! 

SOLIMAN. 

Storm, storm ! for 'tis to-day the day of Mohncz, 
And Rhodes and Buda fell upon this day. 
Storm, ye slaves, storm I to-day must Sigeth fall. 
Pour all my forces on this rocky nest : 
Sigeth must fall Yes, it must fall to-day • 

[Exeunt tke three Chiefs. 



SoLiMAH, Mehhed, ont/ Levi. 
The storming is heard. 

SOLIMAN. 

Support me, Levi ; hold me, tot I sink. 

O Allah ! let me not expire until 

The horsetail floats in triumph on the ramparts ; 

Let me not die till then. 
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LEVI. 

My lord and sovereign ! 
Restraio thine energy, reatriun thy life: 
All nature is accustomed to obey thee. 

SOLIMAN. 

But death doth mock me, as doth Zriny also. 
Hear ye that outcry, hear ye anging, M ehmed P 
That was my fav'rite and my festive song : 

it has thunder^ 'mid a thousand fights. 
Yet once before my death I bear it now, 
And for this once, fortune — obey thy lord ! 

UEHUED. 

Hast thou not something heavy at thy heart ? 
Confide it freely to thy trusty slave. 
And leave me as a legacy thy cares. 

SOLIMAN. 

Am I a hero and have selfish thoughts ! 

1 oft have fought, have conquer'd, and enjoy'd ; 
Have purchased thus the present with my blood. 
And tasted all its transports of delight. 

My glorious deeds have rung around the world ; 
Have fiird the present age with fear and trembling, 
And shall obtain the voices of the future. 
And win the way to immortality I 
That I have trod o'er ruins and o'er carcasses. 
That I've devoted millions to the death, 
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At my own pleasure; this the abject worm, 

Who, underneath my foot, hath crept in dust, 

May tell the world ; his crushing is not heard of; — 

My greatness lives eternal, unforgotten. 

And hath no end e'en in the whole earth's grave. 

Build but the temple of your glory high. 

Be it on corses, or on olfer'd ^fts, 

On hate, or love — build higher yet and higher ! 

The flood of time shall overthrow your life; 

The mount on which ye build it may be covered. 

The temple, only, splendidly remains. 

In golden characters your name shall flame ; 

While after ages praise you, and forget 

The ground on which your columns are implanted. 

LEVI. 

Spare you, my sovereign lord and master, spare you! 
For speech is hurtful to you. Rest may still, 
If Heaven would work a miracle, restore you. 
Spare you ! 

SOLIHAN. 

That word I pardon to thy tried fidelity. 
Fool, thinkest thou he who lives as I have lived 
Would choose to draw his latest breath of life 
Wrapt in the soft and idle dream of peace ! 
I deem that living only to be glorious 
' Which wakes the faculues from out their sleep ; 
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'Tis sloth that kills — the active only live — 
And I will live — not die before my time ! 

SCENE V. 
The above- Mustafa. 

MttSTAITA. 

Sire, let retreat be sounded ; 'tis in vain 

Thou driv'st thy bravest squadrons on to death, 

For Zriny rages like a furious lion, 

And scatters wide destruction all around him. 

While every man of his is worth a host. 

They must be devils who can e'er o'ercome them: 

No mortal man can boast him of sud) strength. 

The Janisaries now refuse to stonn. 

SOLI MAN. 

Let them be chased with hounds, and driven cm 
With whips and scourges to the fortress' walls ; 
Then plant ye cannons all behind thdr ranks, 
And fire on those who would refuse to storm. 
Sigeth must fall, e'en though I fill its ditches 
With heads of Janizaries ; though upon a wiJI, 
Form'd by the carcasses of half my host. 
The other half shall alt be dash'd to hell ! 
Sigeth must tall ! must fall \ and now ! Then storm I 
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I have but a few moments more to live, 
And would depart amid the shouts of victory. 

[Mustafa hastens out. 
Ah, com^Bt thou, Death ? I feel thy presence now ! 
[The storming and alarum of trumpets is heard. 
MEHHED {aside). 
At the right moment I have sent my courier ; 
The sultan dies before the evening comes. 

LEVI. 
Look not thus sad, my dearest lord and master : 
Does death alarm too thy h«uic bosom 1 

SOLIHAN. 

And what is death that he hath pow'r to fright me ? 

Or is there aught that can afiright a hero ? 

He had been wdcome in Uie strife of action. 

Or Welcome after a victorious battle : 

I would have gladly prest him to my arms, 

And joyous breathed out my departing soul ; 

But to die thus ! Mentality must once 

In life be overcome. All-powerful death 

Hath even vanquish'd thus the great Mahomed, 

And Bajazet and Selim both are gone. 

Though crown'd as victors in earth's shadowy 

strife, 
They all must follow when his will commands. 
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Yet to die thus ! when, as a conqueror, 

I Ve hail'd the spring axty or seventy times, 

May well afflict a bold heroic soul. 

MEHMED. 

Thou yet dost live, may^st yet behold the crescent 
Triumphant on the vanquished vails of Sigeth, 
And Zriny^s head laid prostrate at thy feet ! 



The above. The Begler Beg. 



THE BEOLER BEG. 

Thou art defeated — all thy squadrons fly ! 
The brave Pasha of Egypt is just ^ot ; 
Death spreads itself amid thy flying host, 
And they make stand no longer. The Hungarians 
Shout as they dash their victor thunders on us ! 

SOLIMAN. 

Death in thy throat, thou base and coward slave ! 
Sigeth must fall. — Storm, Harm ! 

THE BEGLER BEG. 

Impossible ! 
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SoLiuAN (hurling a dagger at the BegUrBeg). 
Away to hell, thou coward ! 

[HefalU. 
Storm ! storm ! 

[Dies. 

LEVI. 

Heavens ! 
My lord and sovereign. 

MEHMED. 

Peace ! the lion dies. 
And the whole age is mourning for its hero ! 



T/ie above. Ali Portuk. 

MEHHEJ>. 

Come softly in ; this is a sovereign's grave, 
And here a giant-soul hath just departed ! 

ALI. 

Then it is true. The army's in revolt; 
They have suspicions of his death, Vizier : 
We are all lost unless we can deceive 
The army by a stratagem. 

MEHMED. 

As yet 
We three alone know of the Sultan's death ; 
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The chamberlains are whoUy in my p^ ; 
None else shall know of it, and the old Jew 
This dagger silences. 

(To the Chamberlaina.) 

My friends, bear off 
The Sultan to his innermost apartment, 
And there await me. 

[The Sultan is home off'. 
{To the Leaders.) 

I have sent a courier 
To the successor of his empire, Selim ; 
For we, I know, ere this are all agreed 
Who now, as Sultan, shall command in Stamboul. 
We ^11 forthwith place the corse upon his throne; 
The twilight will but favour the deceit: 
The army shall believe that he yet lives. 
Then storm afresh till Sigeth fait before us, 
And next away to Stamboul to divan. 

. THB BEGLER BEG. 

What such a, costly enterprise as this, 
And all for nothing ? Shall we do no more 
Than just destroy this insulated fortress ? — 
What ! not Vienna, and the emperor's host F 

MEHHBD. 

Friend ! moderate thine ardour ; it were despVate 
To plunge ourselves, amid a German contest. 
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Does not this Sigeth here stand fast as rocks. 
And faster still its true and valiant men ? 
X^ng might we clamour round Vienna's walls, 
Ere Germany lay prostrate in the dust. 
But now we must retire, for the whole army 
Is sadly harass'd ; Perda hath revolted. 
And Selim hath opposed the Hungarian war. 

ALL 

I honour much thy wisdom, grand Vizier, 

And vote as thou dost : here, thou hast my hand. 

TH£ BEGLEK BEG. 

Mehmed Sdcolowitsch well knows his fnends. 
I follow thee, although it irks a general 
That our departed hero's ffant plan 
Shall all he frustrate through this Zriny here. 

' MEHHED. 

Now haste away ; say that the Sultan lives, 
And is disposed to show him to his people. 

BEOLER BEG and ALI. 

Farewell ! 

HBHMED. 
Farewell! thou, Levi, follow'st me. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Vault in the Castle of Sigeik. 

ScHERBNK leads Eva and Helena in dishabille 
down the steps. 

SCHEfiENE, 

Follow me, hooour'd countess. Give your hand, 
My dear youug lady. 

HELENA. 

Here. 

SCBERENX. 

The way is steep; 
But two steps more, and then we are arrived. 

EVA. 

What does toy husband ? 

SCHERENX. 

On the wall I left him, 
Right fresh and strong, prepared for new assaults. 
There was much stir within the Turkish camp ; 
The Captain Juranitsch stood by the gate, 
Helping to bind up old Koromsey''s wounds : 
He begg'd remembrance to the noble ladies. 
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He is quite well : he owes the Count his life, 
But has already paid the obligation. 

HELENA. 

Ah ! he still dares, within the reach of death, 

But what he riske amid the strife is mine; 

The dart which pierces him doth pierce our love. 

EVA. 

Why dost thou weep and dream thus, my Helena ? 
Remember where we are, and what''s our duty. 
The future moment now is nought to us. 
For we have to discharge our present task. 
We wander forth to seek a foreign land ; 
The home where we so long have lived is left, 
The doors and windows all are barricadoed. 
We sit before the gate in silence waiting 
A leader to approach us, who shall guide 
. Our feeble footsteps to another home. 
Still in the garden there are many flowers. 
Which we, erewhile, in hapfner days have tended ; 
Well pluck and press them as the last delight 
That now is left us in this vale below 
With thankful recollection to our breast: 
Steep thy young spirit in their gentle balsam, 
Then hie away and part all unconcerned ! 

HBtENA. 

Ah, mother! mother! give me this repose 
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And this tranquillity within the grave .' 
Breathe out the life from thine afflicted breast : 
I thought the will of fate was fav'ring to me, 
My dreams were all of highest earthly bliss, 
For with the love of my heroic youth 
The sun of my young life hath brightly d&wn''d, 
And I have revelPd in its richest sjuihg. 
My bosom basking in the morning brightness, 
When came the storm and daah'd the lofty oak, 
And stript from my poor wreath the early foliage ! 

EVA. 

Collect thee, maiden ; if thy father come, 
Conceal frorii his regards thy weeping eye. 
The fates have spared him graciously as yet, 
His country now requires his mightiest effort 
He must fulfil it, make it not more arduous : 
He must fulfil it, and he will fulfil it. — 
Scherenk, inform me, what induced thy lord 
To send us down for safety to these vaults: 
Were it not safer for us in the castle ? 

SCHERENK. 

The Turks have thrown their fire upon the fortress. 
And, e'en but now, their general cannonading 
Hath reached within the chambers of the castle : 
Therefore it were not, henceforth, safe for you ; 
But in these vaults ye may repose in peace. 
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For see, the walls are strong and firmly built, 
And what is requisite of wine and food 
And houBebold articles, is not forgotten ; 
And, though \is little, 'twill perhaps suffice; 
Vou soon will be relieved from this endurance. 
I yet suspect deliverance is not far : 
Remember Scheren k''s words, my gracious countess .' 
[He goes badi. 

' HELKNA. 

Thou good old man, dream sweetly as thou wilt ; 
Thus let thy hope still blossom with fresh flowers, 
And heap the fancied garlands all around thee ; 
Thou canst perfume the grave with their sweet 

fragrance : 
^Tis useless trouble ; fate in alence lowers ; 
The cross of death supplants the sc^tterM wreaths. 
And rears itself amid the dying blossoms ! 

EVA. 

Nay, not o'er scattered wreaths or dying blossoms. 
No, maiden, every holiest wreath of life 
Twines, an immortal crown, around the cross ; 
And every blossom breathes eternal spnng 
O'er the departed spirit's turfy hillock. 
Where brightest rays and purest feelings meet 1 
Leave him this happy dream, yes ! let him hope : 
He is an old true friend since many a year. 
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And finds it hard to ^ve us up for lost, 
Therefore he grasps at these departing shadows ; 
He sees but death, beholds alone destruction 
Where victory and life eternal beam ! 

HBLENA. 

I feel this victory, I feel il well. 

And name myself, without a blush, thy daughter. 

Yet can I not, contentedly, look back, 

For insufficient is my ardent longing. 

Had I, like thee, the fairest wreath in life 

Entwined in light adornment on my brow, 

Then had I long'd to win the palms like thee : 

But, in the early morning of my life, 

I snatched a few frail blossoms for my wreath, 

And, as I pluck'd them, they were full of tears, 

The early dew of day not kiss'd away. 

Say, doth not life twine many a fairest garland ? 

I oft have seen, amid thy glowing eye, 

And "mid thy glances swimming in their tears, 

How sweet, and beautiful^ and blest is life : 

Yet, mother, yet for me no wreath may bloom ! 

EVA. 

Peace, my beloved child ! I hear thy father ; 
Then wipe away thy tears, lest thy moist eye 
Betray the smarting sorrows of thy bosom. 
Believe me, thorns were mixM amid the wreath — 
k2 
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The fturest blossoms never came to flowers, 
Or if they came they speedily were blighted t 

SCHEBEMK. 

The Count ! the Count ! 

EVA. 

Come, maiden, haste to meet him. 

SCENE IX. 
'Ffie ahove. (Zkiny, Jobanitsch.) 

ZEINT. 

My dearest wife and dau^tcr ! 

EVA and HELENA. 

Welcome, father ! 

JUBANITECH. 

Helena ! 

HELENA. 

Juranitsch, thus we are here I 

EVA. 

You are victorious ! the attack is routed. 

Which they in desperate madness had adventured. 

ZBINT. 
This time was serious. Such enormous bloodshed 
I never yet beheld in all my acticms : 
Lorenzo saved my life. 
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JUEANITSCH. 

Thou hast saved mine: 
Thy gallant shield kept off the Turkish blows, 
Which thirsted all for vengeance on my head 
When I had fell'd the savage janizary 
Who aini'd at thee a fell and mortal blow. 

EVA. 

They then had clamber'd on the castle walls P 

ZRINY. 

In drunken fury they assail'd the ramparts, 
And many a rash and iierce adventurer 
Had planted thus the horse-tail on our walls : 
Then cali'd I, raging, to my brave Hungarians, 
And plunged in fury 'midst the desperate heathens : 
We threw them headlong down, and many thousands 
Were dafji'd to pieces falling on the rocks : 
A leader fell, and then the Turks all fled : 
We sent our parting thunders after them. 
And shouted thanks for victory to Heaven. 

JUftANITSCH. 

The victory is ours, but dearly purchased, 
For many a hero won it with his life. 

ZRINY. 

To-day, or else to-morrow, son, we die. 
In the high transport of the patriot strife. 
envy them ! to mourn them were a ^n. 
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JUBANITBCH. 

The fairest death I saw brave Bartha die : 
The hero was exhausted with the strife, 
And fallen upon his knees. A Turkish lance 
Had wounded his right shoulder : the old warrior 
Refused to have it bandaged, but still look'd 
And watch'd the vital flowing of his blood. 
Then, Zriny, thou wast called to fresh resistance 
And soon as I had thrown my helmet on. 
And all accoutred grasped' my trusty sabre, 
I saw a pair of desperate janizaries, 
Who with a horse-t^ in their cursed hands 
Had le^'d all furious on the castle walls. 
I sprang upon them quickly, but old Bartha, 
The hoary hero, had arrived before me ; 
He grasp'd them with both hands upcm their breasts. 
Threw himsdf Over, and so drag^d them with him. 

ZBINI-. 

Oh such a day is worth a thousand lives ! 
All-gracious Heaven, thou wilt not now forgetme! 

EVA. 

How long can you hold out f 

ZBISY.' 

Alas, my love, 
You never ask'd me yet a sadder question ! 
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HELENA. 

Nay, tell US plainly how long yet ? 

ZEINY. 

Till morning. 

HELENA. 

Heavens ! but till morning, Juranitsch ? 

JCK A KITSCH. 

Helena, 
Where is the courage thou hast promised me ? 

ZRINV. 

I have lost numbers in this dreadful day — 
Only six hundred are my forces now. 
And hunger fiercely rages 'mid my brethren ; 
Our stored provisions, now, are all our foe's, 
For we have lost them when we lost the town. 
I now possess two cannon, and no more : 
The ramparts are all falling, and the fire 
Hath caught already the old castle walls. 
From firebrands hurl'd on ub by All Portuk. 
In the new castle here we want for all things ; 
Soon, for we hold it not another hour. 
If they again assail it, the old castle 
Must fall within their power : we shall be driven 
Within these narrow walls, which scarce we may 
Defend two days successfully agiunst them ; 
And even if the foe should not attack us. 
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Still we mu8t die of famine or in flames. 

No ! I '11 not perish thus. 1 11 forth to-morrow, 

Will, beard to beard, and breast to breast, engage 

them, 
And scattering death, will find myself a grave. 

EVA. 

And we— thy wife and daughter. 

ZBINY. 

O my children ! 
I have ta'en care for you. Come nigher, Scherenk : 
Old Francb has discover'd a new path ; 
A subterraneous passage leads from hence 
In darkest windings even to the lake. 
Thus ye will be adjacent to the forest ; 
And while the furious Turks are storming here, 
Thus haste unnoticed in the morning's dawn, 
By a sure pathway to the Emperor's army, 
Tell him that Zriny perish'd like a man, 
And that the falling Sigeth was his grave : 
So, fear ye nothing ; all is well prepared. 
And Juranitsch accompanies your flight, 

JORANITSCH. 

Nay, thus he does not ! 

ZRINY. 

How, my son ! thou wouId*st 
Refuse to save thy mother and thy bride P 
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JUBANITSCH. 

Zriny, thou hast rear'd me by thy side, 
Hast taught me how to wield the weighty sabre, 
Hast graven truth and duty on my heart, 
Hast given to me thy dearest gift, thy daughter, 
Yet now wilt force on me a coward's shame ; 
And wilt not thy sublime, heroic death 
Partake with thy Lorenzo, with thy son? 

No ! father, no ! thou canst not— no, by Heaven ! 
Thou dar'st not — I am, like thyself, a soldier, 
Our Emperok-'s captain — if my leader falls, 

1 dare not live. 

ZRINY. 

Thou gallant youth ! but yet. 
Thou must away : look at this weeping one. 
She is thy bride ; she may demand of thee 
A life to come of transport and of love. — 
Son, thou must live, and so redeem the pledge 
Which thou hast plighted to her virgin heart. 

JDRANITBCH. 

But first I must the greater pledge redeem, 
For which I stand indebted to my country : 
My heart, my love, my feelings, and my thoughts. 
These, my sweet bride, are thine, and shall re- 
main so: 
But what men call their life, the span of time 
That I may breathe within this lower world, 
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This is the sole possession of my couotry ! 

My love is all eternal ; and on high 

I can be thine, thine undisturb'd, thine only ! 

But this high feeling for my native land 

Can finish only with my latest stru^le. 

Whate'er I am indebted to my country, 

I can repay it only during life. 

And will do so. I '11 seek my bride on high, 

And with divinest transports meet her there, 

Since I shall leave no duty undischarged.^ 

Fly without me, and think, when you are saved, 

In softest bitterness of tears, on one 

Who loved you once so warmly and bo well, 

Yet threw aside his fondest dream of hliss 

When it concem'd the welfare of his country ! 

Weep'at thouP I pain thee — yet I would not 

do so ; 
Trust me my love is not less warm than tliine ; 
'Tis this induces me to make the offering. 
That I devote myself to death were little — 
My life I oft have ventured in the hazard, 
But that I do so, 'mid such joy and pleasure, 
'Mid happiness and highest earthly bliss. 
This is the struggle, this deserves the prize — 
My country may be proud of such an offering.* 

zaiKY. 
Remain, my Juranitsch ; we go t<^thcr — 



Dg.t.z=df.v Google 



A TRAGEDY. 139 

The &ther thus shall lead his son to death. 
Tbou 'rt ready, Scherenk ; choose for thee aa well 
Two trusty servants, and with morning's dawn. 
Be thou prepared and ready for thy flight. 

SCUEREMK. 

Sir, I obey. 

EVA. 

Nay nay, my dearest husband '. 
Thou wilt not let thy wife descend ao low : 
I Btir not hence, for I will die with thee. 
My place is on thy bosom, and when there, 
The janizary's ball may pierce through mine. — 
Trust me I am not weak; give me a sword, 
And I will &U beside thee as a heroine '. 

ZRIHY. 

But then Helena? 

EVA. 

Loves she not as I do ? 
Does she not love this bold heroic youth ? 
Can she not die, and is she not my child! 
Thy child, — and Zriny asks what she shall do ! 

HELENA. 

Yes, be indulgent, father ; for thb death. 

Which thou would*st welcome with so bold a heart. 

Canst thou, in cruelty, refuse thy daughter i* 
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Would'st thou prefer that we should ever pine 
Through years of tonnent and protracted sorrows, 
Martyr'd by ceaseless suffering ; or that now 
We hail you all as conquerors od high. 
Partakers of your immortality ? 

EVA. 

My Zrioy^ be not lirgt so cruel now : 

Oh do not Uirust us from thy noblest triumph. 

But lake us with thee to immortal glory ! 

HELENA. 

Yes, let us die, for what ''b to us the sun? 
To eyes that weep it is eternal night ! 
That which inspires thy breast, enraptures ours. 
let us die with thee— and, thus united. 
We shall, transported, seek our better home, 
And carry from the night in which we linger 
Eternal love into eternal life ! 

JUBANITSCH. 

O God, what souls ! what women ! O my father, 
Thou canst not now deny ! Thou canst not ! Let us 
Ke altogether, father ! 

EVA and HELENA. 

Let us die. 
ZRtNY (wiih enthusiasm). 
Come to my bosom, to thy father's bosom ! 
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Ye have o'ercome. The world perchance may 

blame me, 
But Heaven approves. — Now will we die together ! 
[7%e Curtain falli on the Group. 
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ACT V. 

The Vault in the Castle of Sigetk. 

SCENE I. 

(Zkiny in a dark-coloured dress richly adorned, 
ScuBREHK assistinghim to dress.) 

ZBINV. 

So, haste thee, Francis,— I do think thou weepest. 
Fie, fie, old man ! to mourn thy master's triumph J 
What mean these tears ? 

SCHEKENK. 

Forgive me, good my lord : 
I Ve home you when an infant in these arms. 
Was with you too in your first warrior-dance, 
And fasten'd on your spurs before Vienna ; 
And, on your bridal-day, with your late coimtess, 
The lady Frangipani, I adored you 
As now ; the people cried while we pass'd by them, 
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When we went onwards to the holy altar, 
" Behold th' heroic youth ! Behold the bride I 
" No fairer par hath ever gone that way !" 
And all with transport shouted forth their names, 
While each Hungarian gloried in the day I 

ZRINY. 

The gentle Catharina ! 

SCHERENK. 

I 've thus been used 
On each occasion which you deem'd distinguished. 
At all the festivals of your renown, 
At all your victor-banquets to adorn you. 
It was my pride to deck my noblest countryman, 
- The greatest hero of our troubled times. 
With these appendages of knightly honour, 
With these true weapons of his father-land, 
And with the marks of our great sovVeign's fa- 
vour. 
And when you proudly flew along the ranks, 
While, all untameable, your bold, black steed 
Struck beaming sparks of fire from out the stmies; 
And all around you hail'd you with a shout, 
Calling you, Shield of Christiaus — Scourge of 

Turks! 
And three times thundering high, saluted you : 
Then thought I ever I have nobly done. 
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I have ta'en part amid my hero's glory 

While buckling on his armour. This hath made 

Thy servant then so happy and so joyous — 

And now ! 

ZEINY. 

What now ? 

BCHEBENK. 

'Twas -with the self-same garment 
That I adom'd you to your second nuptials 
With our all-gracious countess Rosenberg: 
It was a lovely day, and, oh ! methought 
It ever must cimtinne to be so. 
Now — I adorn you for the last occasion, 
And, by your own command, must consecrate 
This garb of pleasure as your funeral pall : 

God ! *tis hard for my approved fidelity, 
And would to Heaven that I had died before '. 

ZRINY. 

Francis, thou good, true soul — nay, do not weep ; 

1 ne'er was summon'd to a nobler victory : 
Thou n^er hast decVd me to a prouder festival ; 
'Tis my third day of honour ; therefore I 
Have clad me like a bridegroom : I will clasp 
The form of death with arms of youthful love, 
And bravely press it to my faithful breast. 
Where is my sabre ? 
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SCHERENK. 

Which then would'et thou bear ? 

ZKINY. 

Bring me thera all, that I may take my choice. 

SCENE II. 

ZBINY (solim). 
I'hus stand I, at the latest glow of life, 
To all the trials of my fate resign'd ! 
Thus stand I at the limit of the strife, 
Proud of the fate that fortune hath assigned ! 
I know full well I have not fought in vain — 
Eternal morning dawns through shades of nig^t ; 
And though I pour my life-blood forth in pain, 
Heaven shall reward me in the reahns of light ! 

The praises of my age shall all resound : 

The race may pass away that hails my fame, 

But late posterity shall linger round 

These walls, and bless, with grateful hps, my 

name; 
For I shall rank amid the patriot-band, 
And an immortal monument prepare, 
Amid the bosom of my father-land, 
Which all the tempests of the time shall spare ! 
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I follow <B), by that same power inspir'd 
Which wak'd my youthful soul to deeds of fame ; 
My cheek all buroing, with that nq>ture fir'd 
Which lights my glowing courage to a fiame. 
Thus I prepare to meet my fate, for soon 
I go an offering to the shrine of death ; 
. And ask of Heaven to grant its highest bocHi, 
To die, and save my country and my feith ! 

For what did those who won immortal life. 
Of whom the hymns of distant ages tell ? 
They too, like me, encounter'd storm and strife, 
And all for truth and duty fought or fell ; 
For fate may shatter the heroic breast, 
But it can awe not the heroic will : 
The worm may creep, ignobly, to its rest. 
The noble mind must fight and triumph still ! 

SCENE III. 
(Zriny, Schktlx^x^, teith aeveral sabres.) 

SCHEBENK. 

Here, noble master, are your sabres : choose, 

ZRINY. 

Well know I this one : in the fight of Pesth 
I first devoted it to glorious deeds. 
It is too heavy for this strife. I must 
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Select a lighter. This, too, know I well ; 

It valiantly as^sted me at Esaegg, 

And thus acquired my Emperor's esteem : 

It is too plain and sioiple for th'' occasion. 

Hold! here's the right one; this 111 choose ; this 
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Of bloody deeds will cheerfully accomplish: 
My life shall fall at no unworthy price. 

SCHERBNK. 

Here are the hundred guild^^; here the key, 
As you commanded. 

ZHINV. 

They shall never say 
That they have found it was not worth the trouble 
To strip the filflugbter'd corse of Nicholas Zriny. 
These and the key I '11 wear within my girdle, 
As is becoming to a trusty governor; 
And these, by Heaven ! shall no one strip from cne 
Till death doth hold dominion o'er my breast, 
And till the portals of my life are shatter'd. 



SCENE IV. 
The above. (Eva and Helena.) 

ZRINT. 

Ye are prepared ; is H not so ? 

EVA. 

Yes, I am — 
I now have made, I trust, my peace with Heaven, 
And only wait the hour of my dejiarture. 

ZEINY. 

And thou, Helena ? 
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HELENA. 

That which cheers my mother 
Hath pourM alike its balsam in my breast ; 
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EVA. 

Couid I e'er forget it ? 
'Tis thus thou 'gt clasped me in thy nuptial arms, 
'Tis thus that thou hast hailM me as thy bride. 

ZKINr. 
'Twas in this garb I hail'd, on that glad morn, 
The fiurest festival of life and love ; 
And ID this garb I welcome, in lifers evening. 
The fairest victory of my joyous courage. 
T' our second bride-night death hath summoned us ; 
Come, noble spouse, and let us pledge the oath ! 

EVA. 

My dearest Zriny, my poor brain will turn 
Whene'er 'twould dream of thy exalted nature t 

[Embracing: 

HBLEHA. 

My father ! mother ! has the earth e'er home 
A nobler pair, two more deserving beings ? — 
And you must die. What, you ? Then fate will 

plunder 
Life of its pride, the world of its best treasures. 
If it destroys two such heroic hearu. 
This world was all unworthy to possess you, 
Having demeij the favours of its bliss, 
When all of fairest and of best on earth 
Should have adomM your latest hour of life. 
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ZRINY. 
O do not harshly chide with fate, my daughter, 
But rather thank its kind paternal favour, 
Which hath permitted us, by this ordeal, 
To prove, like gold, our purity of heart. 
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ZKINY. 

But then our daughter, our Helena ! 
HELENA. 

Fear not, 
I soar already up to meet you there ! 
Earlier than you I will ascend. Lorenzo 
Will not refuse his bride k parting kiss. 



T/i€ alove. (Alapi, Papeutowitsch, JnaJ- 
NITSCB, mthout ctrmour.) 

JURANITSrU. 

Thou 866*81 us ready for the last occasion, 
Light, as thou hast commanded, without armour ; 
Our open breasts awut their da^ersnow. 

PAPRnTOWlTSCH. 

Your troops are all collected in the court. 
They are all longing for your last salute, 
And then for death, for father-land and futh !- 

ALAPI. 

A messenger hath brought inteUigence, 
Who saved himself by nightfkll from the foe, 
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Gyula is given up, for Eeretschin 

Hath treacherously yielded to the Turks. 

ZRINY. 

My curses on the traitor to his sovVeign I 
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ZKINY. 

Yes, it is so. 
Come let us give our friends a last farewell, 
And then away to face both death and hell ! 

[£.reufi/ all evcept Jubanitsch and Helena. 



Helena and Juranitsch. 

[Remain in ^ent enlace, 

JURANITSCH. 

Yet one kiss more, and thus we 'II part I 

HELENA. 

Lorenzo ! 
Nay, nay, we part not thus; canst thou thy hride 
Abandon to the fiiry of the storm ? 
Shall I be forced of drunken jamzaries 
To beg in rain the Utter boon of death ? 
Say, shall tie foreign murderer's bloody hand 
Plunge hts fell dagger in my breaking heart ? 
Shall Turkish furies rend my tender bosom. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



A IRAOEUY. 155 

Wliose every vein doth flow alone for thee, 
Whose every pulse for thee alone doth beat ? 
" Death's angel here, alas ! hath joined your hands," 
Our father said, and wilt thou mock his words ? 
No, plunge thy friendly dagger in my heart, 
And kiss away my spirit from my lips ! 

JDBANITSCB. 

O heavens ! what would'st thou P 

HKLEKA. 

What the tender hand 
Of a weak woman would not dare deny' thee. 
If thou laid'st wounded here, and wert not able 
To seek thy fate amid the battle field, 
And feard'st to meet the headsman^s felon axe, 
Then, without trembling, would I seize the dagger, 
And speedily unite our souls above. 

JUKANITSCH. 

How ? Shall I kill thee ? Nay, I cannot do it. 
Though death has often thundered o'er my head. 
My brother fell in battle by my side, 
And I have stood o'er my slain father's corse, 
And never Bhudder'd, no, not even trembled ; 
But plunged immediate with the sword of vengeance, 
Amid the murd'rous squadrons of the foe ! — > 
But to destroy this lovely rose ! The storm 
That fells the oak and rages 'mid the pines. 
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Yet leaves the tender blossoms all unhurt. 
And its dire thunders are as whisp'ring zephyrs ; 
And shall I, ruder than the rudest storm, 
Destroy this loveliest wreath of blooming life, 
And, more relentless than the elements. 
Pluck with a desp'mte force the beauteous flowV, 
Which e'en the hand of fate itself hath spared ? 
Nay, nay, I cannot do it I 

HELENA. 

If thou lov'st me, 
If the fleet winds have not borne off thy vows. 
If aught is sacred to thee in this world, 
Heaven, innocence, thy country, and thy love, 
O kill me ! I will meet thee, love, on high ! 
And reach to thee the holy wreath of palms. 
If thou yet lov'st me — thou canst not refuse me ! 
For I must die ; or shall the furious Sultan 
Drag me among the victims of his lust ? 
Say, is not death to be preferred to shame ? 
Say, shall the might of — 

JURAN1T6CH. 

Hold, nay hold ; I 'li kill thee ! 
[He offers to Stab her. 

HELENA. 

Not so, beloved, not amid the storm : — ' 
No. gently, softly, plunge the fatal steel 
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Within my breast, and open to ray soul 
The ffurest pathway to my blessed home I 
Embrace me, love ! how happy am I now ! 
For all is clear before my ardent eyes ; 
The veil 's withdrawn, I see a hfe of %ht, 
And a new morning dawits within my heart. 

kill me thus, and kisn my parting soul. 
With a soft bride-kiss, from my pallid lips ! 

JDBADITSCH. 

On hig^, my love, we yet shall meet again. 

HELENA. 

On high, my love, I am betrothed to thee ! 

JUKAMITECH. 

Thence thou wilt look down on thy youth below I 

HELENA. 

Twill not be long, thy bride shall call thee there t 

JUKANITSCH. 

Hark ! death approaches, and my brethren calll 

HELENA. 

Then die a hero, with a hero's triumph ; 

1 *U come to meet thee with a victor's palms ! 

JDRANITSCU. 

[Kisses and stabs her at the same time. 
So — take this kiss, and ask of Heaven its blessing ! 

HELENA. 

Thank thee, oh ! thank thee, for this sweet, sweet 
death; 
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Let me not wait thee long ! — Yet one kiss more ! 
And with this kiss my spirit flies to heaven ! [Dies. 

JDBAMITSCH. 

Farewell ! fareweU ! my own, my sweetest bride ! 

[Clangor of trumpets. 
Hark ! how they call me [ hark ! I -come ! I come 1 
\iLm/s Helena's cor *e in a niche in the hack-ground. 
I lay with many tears thy corse in peace, 
And may this spacious grave preserve thy dust. 
And now away where yonder sabres call me; 
Where strife and murder low'r in bloody clouds. 
Now welcome death! Thou bring'st me to my 

bride; 
1 11 haste to meet thee at the earliest call ! 



The Castle Court ifSigeth. 

Zriny, Alapi, Paprutowitsch, Eva, {aOA a 
burning torcfi). The Hungarians — the Standard 
of the Empire footing in the midst. 

ZHINY. 

For the last time will I address you, friends ! 
I thank you, first, for the heroic truth 
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With which ye all have dared this deadly contest. 
With free and joyous heart may I declare 
There never was a traitor 'mongst my people. 
We all have truly kept our plighted oath ; 
The most have boldly gone to meet their death, 
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Upon our weakened numbers; our provisions 
Scarce last a day — and ve must surely die ! 
But of surrender no Hungarian thinks 
Who loves his honour and bis Emptor. 
Ye think not of -t ; I know it, ye will die ! — 
Away ! away ! to where the trumpets caU ! 
Say, shall we pine in thirst and hunger here ? 
No ! let us die as is becoming men • — 
Show to your foes the firmnas of your eye ; 
Stru^le with death, and dearly sell your blood ; 
Be every drop bought with a fbeinan's life. 
The hero spreads his couch all o'er with slain. 
Whom he sends on an offering to the tomb ; 
And he who thus acquits his mighty oath 
Lives ever in the hearts of all his people, 
Acquires himself, on high, eternal life, 
And goes to share, amid the realms above, 
Immortal glory and eternal love ! 

ALL. 

Nov lead us on, for we are all prepared ! 
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SCENE VIII. 
The above. Zrikt, Jdeanitsch. 

ZRINY. 
Where b HelAia? 

JtTBANITSCH. 

She is now at home ! 
Twiniug with holy angels wreaths to crown us. 
Wfut not for me : this was her last command — 
" Death's angel here, alas ! hath twinedour hands.^ — 
On, on \ and let me seek her. 

ZKINY. ' 

On, then, on f 
Wife, now thy parting kiss ! . How wilt thou die P 

EVA. 

I will, on yonder ramparts^ watch the storm : 

A terrible death offering to prepare, 

For God hath breathed this strength into his worm I 

ZRISY. 

But should they clamber o'er the slain ? 

EVA. 

Oh then, 
I ^1 fling this firebrand in the magazine ! 
And Sigeth shall be only theirs in ruins ! 
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ZRINY. 

Di^ noble spouse ! death is eternal life ! 

[The attack of the Turka is heard from teithout. 
Hark! how they storm, and how tBeir tumidt echoes. 
Then welcome, death ! for thus I hail thy call ; 
Now, brethren, on ! Lorenzo, take the banner, 
And lead the attack, for thou must be the first. 
Thy bride expects thee, let her not wait long ! 
I follow next, then thou {to Paphdtowitsch), and 

thou, Alapi. 
How ! tears, old friend ? 

ALAPI. 

But they are tears of joy. 
With such a hero such a death to die 1 
Z wodd, indeed, desire do £iurer crown ! 

jiTBANiTSCH (melding the bonoer). 
The banner floats ! — 

ZBINY. 

The eagle soars on high !— 
Now world, good night ! (To Eva.) Farewell! 
{To Papedtowitsch and Alapi.) Farewell, my 

brethren 1 
Give me your hands once more, for the last time, 
And let the trumpets pour the victor song ! 

[Alarm oftrwnpeta. 
Now fellow me, we meet again on high, 
For (aiiih and fatherland resolved to die ! 
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ALL. 

For faith and fatherland lesolv'd to die ! 
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166 NOTES. 

Note 4, page 2T> lut line. 
SangUk. 
Thl* itan officer next In luk to a B<slet-Beg. 

Note b, page 39, line 7- 
Ttcbuoueiti. 
TheManaUod of neMci^en or pouminntt; theyaie aitncd 
with dab*, and commit great outnge and appn ui oa. 

Note 6, p. 39, line 7- 
Soiecki, 
TbeM aregttaidi ruddj diadplincd, antted and equipped as acd^n. 

Note 7, p^e 73, line 2i. 
C<mHftqffiirdamomta<tfmorebHut 
See the note in the remaAi prefixed to this tragedj. 

Note 8, page 13S, line 2*. 

My nXHif ry may be proud of nth an offMng. 

Thii ii the KntlmeDt whidi KSmet adopta aa hia own, in a 

nuwtdoquenipBWageinhlaletten, andwUdilhaveakeadj'p^ted 

out in die Brat Ttdnme. 
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Tax ftaBowii^ •ketch, u already mentianed, h founded oo a real 
dicuDiMuMe. The nuterialj ate ¥07 laalj, but of Aew the n»H 
ha* been made; and u the pioductioa ii in proae, it mi deemed 
ihat the tew faga tAicb it orcapa would tend to leliere that 
nmencn whkh ii fieqacntlj' Icdl and complaiaed of by Kaden, in 
penuli^ • ndume amaiadng endrdy of poetry. The patriotic 
tMie of aenlunent and feeling which it breathes may bIm lEDder it 
no unfit companion for the heroic drama vhidi precede! it. 
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PERSONS. 



A Captain of Yagers. 

A Lieutenant, ) of a Regiment of Infantry i^ Ike 

A Corporal, ) Line. 

A Merchant, 

A Surgeon, t. of Voghera 

A Citizen, 



V 



The aetion ttdcei place ia Voghera on the enening after Ike 
battle o/Montebello, June 9, 1800. 
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it is all over with him. All the houses are barri- 
cadoed ; the citizens will not venture into the street 
for fear of the French plunderers : in vain have I 
knocked at all the doors ; no one will open, no one 
will receive us. 1 can drag him on no farther with 
my left arm ; he must die here. His prophecy is 
fulfilled. This morning early, as he marched by 
me with his company, he bade me a last farewell ! 
I laughed, but he was in the right. My disposition 
is so ardent, that forebodings fly before me, else I 
must this night have expmenced much edification 
from my hand and my lost freedom. But I went 
with as light and joyful courage into the fire as if 
there had been no balls for me ; and now I sit here a 
prisoner, wounded, and my wound yet undressed. 
I cannot go into the hospital till I know what will 
become of this officer: he would have done the 
same for me. — Prisoner ! it is then a wished-for 
word. — Prisoner ! I a prisoner ! Ah, the fortune 
of war turns wondrously : to-day it's I — to-morrow 
thou. Still this would not have been my lot with- 
out that cursed shot ; but then a fellow like me 
will, with his left arm, fight through seven right 
ones. Peace ! some one comes up the street, appa^ 
rently a citizen ; perhaps he will help my comrade. 
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The above. A Citizen. 

CAPT. Halt ! my good friend ! — 

ciT. What would you ? 

CAPT. See, here lies a dying man. He may yet 
perhaps be saved. Be humane and receive him I— 

ciT. It won't do ! 

CAPT. WhynotP — 

CIT. I have thirty living guests at home who 
have nothing to eat, and no room into the barg^, 
and what should I do with the dead P 

cAfT. He is not dead yet. 

CIT. If he jsalready dying, he requires no more 
than the space to die in : help is not to be thought 
of in the confusion. H& haa room to die here far 
more convenient than with me : they have driven 
me frtHU my house, and God knows how much 
farther! 

CAFT. Is there no surgeon in the neighbour- 
hood? 

CIT. Good heavens ! they have all their hands 
full ; the market-place is filled with the dying Aus- 
trians and French, — all intermingled ! — 
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CAPT. He is one of the bravest soldiers of the 
whole army. 

ciT. And if he were the very bravest, I still 
cannot help him. 

CAPT. Can money induce you ? — What will you 
have to rec^ve him P I will give you all I have. 

ciT. That won't be much. But, if I were well 
paid for it,— I might find a little back room. — 

CAPT. Excellent ! excellent ! 

CIT. Yes, excellent here and excellent there ! 
but first the money, else all the excellence is no- 
thing to me. 

CAPT. Here 1 (seeks ajier his purse). Good 
Heaven ! I had quite foigotten. The voltigeurs 
have plundered me bare ! 

CIT. So, no money ? 

CAPT. No money but the reward of Heaven ! 

CIT. But I cannot make that do for thirty 
hungry chasseurs. If the gentleman has no money, 
you must cease from teasing tne. 

CAPT. Wretch ! and hast thou then no human 
feeling in thee ? 

CIT. Why not, and a cursed living one into the 
bargfun called hunger ; first that must be satisfied, 
and then comes the rest. 
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CAPT- He fell for his country, he bled for you, 
and you cruelly shut your doors on him ! — 

ciT. Who required him to do so! 

CAPT. His honour ! his emperor! — 

CIT. Then he must feed on his honour and be 
taken care of by his emperor ! — It don't concem'me^ 

CAPT. Shameful, shameful ! — Man then has no 
concern for his fellow man ! 

c IT. Be not so severe. Be careful of yourself ; 
go to the market-place for a surgeon. 

CAPT. I stir not hence till I know what is to 
bectHUe of my brave comrade. — If help is possible, 
I will procure it for him j if impos^ble, an Aus- 
trian brother's hand at least shall close his heroic 
eyes.— 

CIT. As you please. Only do not wish that I 
should bear you company. Farewell I I must 
away where I can get some stale bread and sour 
^nne, else these thirty gluttons will eat me in one 
day to beggary ! {-Ejeit. 

SCENE III. 

The above. Without the Citizen. 

CAPT. Rascal ! — God knows, had I yet the use 
of my right arm, and had I yet my sword — Had I 
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yet my sword ! — Thunder and storm ! what a 
few hours can do ! ~-This morning ] stood at 
the head of a hundred and twenty brave fellows, 
who obeyed my orders, and now I am forced to 
beg of this shopkeeper ! — This cursed shot ! And 
how the fellow laughed as my sword fell from my 
hand !— Good heavens .' my wound now begins to 
bum dreadfully. — What hellish fire ! — I shall cer- 
tainly lose my arm.— Well ! what of thatP — Has 
not many a father led his only son to the stand- 
ard? Has not many amotber offered her last sup- 
port — her son, for her country ? Why should I com- 
plain at losing an arm ? My life must have fallen 
had they taken it, and, God knows, I would quickly 
and cheerfully have offered it for my emperor, my 
good and great emperor ! — Peace ! does he not 
move P~-Yes, yes, he is coming to himself; he opens 
his eyes. — Comrade, welcome to life ! — Why look'st 
thou so wildly round thee ? — Collect thyself.— 
Enow thy brother in arms. I am thy friend ; this is 
thine emperor's uniform, this the militu^y emblem 
of thy country. We are at Voghera. Thou may'st 
be saved ; the general will ransom us. 

LIEUT. Am I a prisoner ? 

CAPT. Yes t — we are in the enemy's power. 

LIEVT. A prisoner ? — 
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CAPT. Come, let not this distress you ; it's a thing 
that has happened to the bravest Boldier : the for- 
tune of war is a strange jade. — 

LIEUT. Why not killed? — Why only a pri- 
sonet?— 

CAPT. Still, this is one step better. Death 
allows no one to be exchanged. 

LIEUT. Are we defeated ? 

CAFT. Only forced to retreat General Lannes 
has such great superiority on his ade. Our corps 
was obliged to retreat over the Sciivia. 

LiBUT. Retreat over the Scrivia ! 

CAPT. Peace on that subject. — How dost thou 
feel now ? Is thy wound very painful ? 

LIEUT. Hadst thou awakened me with a cry of 
victory, I had trusted in recovery ; now I feel that 
the shot is mortal, and have no more wish to live ! 

CAPT. Spare thy lungs. — Speak not. — Perhaps. — 
A mijacle is not impossible ; thy constitution ia 
strong. 

Li£UT. The body may strive against bodily suf- 
fering, but it bows before .the anguish of the mind. 

CAPT. Peace — follow my advice. Speak not so 
much, 

LIEUT. Shall I, for the few minutes which I 
may have to live> lament in silmt torture P No, let 

VOL. II. N 
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toe unburden tny heart to thee at my departure. 
Closing life presses the last warm viLal stream to 
my breast, and gives me strength for discourse- 
How is it with our comrades ? 

CAPT. As I have already told thee, they have 
retreated over the Scrivia. Casteg^o and Voghera 
are in the enemy's hands. 

LiBOT. Was it an honourable retreat? 

CAPT. That will I vouch for. The troops 
fought like lions ; it was only this superiority that 
caused them to give way. 

LiEDT. They are still a brave and excellent 
people, my Austrians. Thou should'st have seen 
my men ; they were all heroes, and stoodlike rocks 
in the sea. Heaven reward their truth I There 
will be but few of them remaining. 

CAPT. Thou hadst the outposts? — 

LiEOT. Yes, brother. As we arrived to-day at 
noon at Casteggio, and were preparing to cook, in- 
telligence, as thou know'st, arrived that Marshal 
Lannes was not far off, and threatened to attack 
us. ■ I with my company, and a squadron of light 
cavalry, w^s detached from Lobkowitz in order to 
employ the enemy till the whole corps was ready 
for action. 

CAPT. I was not bo favoured ! — 
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ijEUT. I soon perceived for what purpose we had 
been sent here, and saw that the safety of the whole 
corps d'armie depended on this diversion. Scarcely 
was I arrived in the defile, when I made halt, as I 
saw the van of the French advancing at the pas de 
charge. It had already lain wondrously heavy on 
my mind that my time was out, and that I must 
to^ay discharge the deht of death I As I now per- 
-ceived the enemy's bayonets gleam in the hollow, 
I felt certain that my ball would be loaded this 
day ! Impressed with the feeling of my approaching 
death, I called my trusty corporal, — thou know'st 
him- well, — the honest old Heyderich, — gave to 
him the company''B chest, and my own purse, with 
directionB to the colonel to give them to my worthy 
parents, as the only legacy of their son who had 
fallen fm* his emperor. As I sent the old man 
away, the tears stood in his eyes, and {vostrate at 
my feet he implored me to lead him into thedanger 
of death. The good honest Joseph ! — He antici- 
pated, too, what was to happen to his lieutenant. — 
The parting irom this old friend was far severer t<> 
me than I had supposed. Just at this time the firing 
of the French aroused me. Now was the time ! — 
My people fought like wild boars, and yielded not 
a foot ! The bodies of the French were heaped 
n2 
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above us— for my men aimed well, but man; fell 
around me. My officers were among the 6rst : at 
length I remiuned, after an hour's £ghting, with 
eleven men — eleven men out of ninety to oppose 
the attacking enemy. Then I received this abot, 
fell back and know not what has happened ^ce. 
I waked, for the 6rst time, in thine arms. 

CAFT. Of this I can give thee an explanation. 
Your people drew back when their commander fell ; 
the lieutenants, Stambach and Ottilienfeld, who had 
been overthrown on the other side by the French, 
hastened to thee, raised thee up, and bore thee a 
space farther, until, stopt by the French chasseurs, 
they were compelled to leave thee to thy fate. The 
enemy were about to plunder thee, when some 
Croats burst from a neighbouring hedge, drove 
them back, laid thee on their musquets, and bore 
thee thus to Castcggio, whence Field Marshal 
Count O'Reilly caused thee to be brought by 
one of the Naundorf hussars. This man it was, 
too, who deUvered to me the continuation of thy 
history. 

LIEUT. And thou ? 

CAPT. Although we, by thy heroic derotement, 
were enabled to take up a position, yet we could 
not redst the superiority which broke on us on all 



vj by Google 



A DRAMA. 181 

^des. We left Casteggio and retired on Voghera. 
At the upper gate I received this shot in my right 
arm, was taken prisoner, dragged myself hither, 
found thee, and resolved at once to await with thee 
the common lot which is appointed for us both. 
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ing death has hastened thine.— Yet, before sunset 
shall I be released ! 

CAFT. My hand shall at least close thine eyes. 

LiBUT. The Genim of my country shall close 
them ! 

CAFT. I have now sate by thee three hours. 

ListfT. Therefore lose not a moment now, but 
save thyself. 

CAFT. If I could but help thee ! 

LiEtTT. There is no help for me ! — ^leave me to 
die in peace, and go. 

CAFT. Brother ! 

LIEUT. Go, and save thyself! Thine old la- 
ther yet lives ! Save thyself for him — save thyself 
for thine emperor 1 

CAFT. Ah • what avail is it to ine, if thou diest ? 

LIEUT. Salute my friends and go ! 

CAFT. Hast thou, then, no hope of life? 

LIEUT. Notfe — save thyself! 

CArT. Press yet once more my hand ; my right 
is shattered. I must now take leave with my left. 

iiEUT. Brother — farewell ! — 

CAFT. May God console thee in thy dying 
hour ! — Farewell '. {Exit. 
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worthy souls, who deem themselves prudent and 
earful as they display thar rhetoric, " that it 
would go on as well without them, t^at a pair 
of hands more or less would be as nothing in the 
scale of victory," and what other evaaons the piti- 
ful wretch may find ;— did they know the delight 
which a brave soldier feels when he bleeds for the 
right cause, they would press into the ranks. It 
is true that all would go on without them, and 
that a pair of hands more or less are nothing in 
the preponderance; but has not our country an 
equal right to all her sons ? If the peasant must 
bleed — if the citizen offers his children, who can 
excuse himself? Xo one is too good to oiFer him- 
self to die for the honour of his country: but 
many are too base for it! — Fly, then, to your 
banners, if your inward voice impels you ! leave 
father and mother, wife and child, friend and 
loved one, resolutely behind : force them from you 
if they would restrain you ; — the first place in your 
heart belongs to your country. — How noble a spi- 
rit now inspires me ! — Will my ardent soul take its 
departure with these holy words ?— I grow weak I 
my voice falters !-^As thou wiliest, my God and 
Father, — I am prepared I 

[He/alls back senseless. 
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The above. (The Corporal with a clolk round 
his vpper arm, much fteated and exhausted, still 
exerting himself liU kit strength, at last, fails 
hy degrees.) 

COKPOBAL. I can scarcely go farther.— If I do 
not find bim soon, all my efforts are vain. — My 
old bones will fail. — In the market-place lie many 
hundreds dying, but my good lieutenant is not 
there. — The wound in my ann begins to bum 
terribly. My own people conddered me a de- 
serter. I desert ! — I '. — Serve my emperor thirty- 
five years, and then desert ! — Let me only save my 
lieutenant, and I will quickly find the way to my 
banners. — Heavens 1 an officer of our regiment 
Good God, it is my lieutenant ! — My lieutenant ! — 
( Throws himself ^^ '^^ ground beside him.) Gra- 
cious Heaven I I thank thee. He is found : I 
have him again! — Yes, I have him again;— but 
how? — Dead? — dead? — No, he cannot be dead; 
he must not be dead ! — Has Heaven allowed my 
endeavours to succeed, only that I may find his 
corse,' — I must watch that I may at least close bin 
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eyes. — His neckcloth must come off — so, — Now I 
will see where I may find some water. Gracious 
Heaven 1 suffer not an old fellow to despair ! 

LIEUT. Ah! can I then not die yet — not 
yet ? Death, make it short — ^how long shall I be 
tortured? 

coap. {Comes leith rrater in his helmet.) 
Thank Heaven, I bring water. 

LIEUT. What do I see? Heyderich? That 
I should have been deceived too in thy soul ? De- 
serter!— Fie! fie! 

coKP. Thank Heaven! he moves, he lives. — 
Sir — Lieutenant — my dear Sir — ah the joy ! — 

LiEDT. Away ! away ! embitter not my last 
m<Mnents. 

CORP. Now is all pain forgotten I— 

LIEUT. Art thou a prisoner ? — 

CORP. No, lieutenant. — 

LIEUT. How camest thou here i — 

CORP. Thank God !— I deserted.— 

LIEUT. Away, wretch! let me not curse thee 
in my dying hour ! 

CORP. In the name of H&ven, lieutenant, what 
is the matter with thee ? 

LIEUT. Miserable wretch !-^o allow yourself 
to be seduced by a handful of ducats — your five- 
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atid-thirty years of service to be branded. — Out of 
my sight ! - 

CORP. Lieutenant, you are very harsb. By 
Heaven ! I have not deserved this. 

LiEDT. Vou are right; you deserved a ball 
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LIEUT. Friend — Comrade — what shall I say- 
to thee ? How shall I make thee amends i — 

CORP. It 's already done, if I can see my lieu- 
tenant again as a friend, and ho calls me the faith- 
ful old Heyderich. 

LIEUT. My friend ! my futhful old Heyderich ! 

CORP. So, lieutenant, so now all is forgotten. 
How can I save you P 

LIEUT. Deliverance is not possible ! — 

CORP. Yes, lieutenant, yes— let me only 
try, — First, you must be placed in a soft bed, then 
you must have a surgeon— and good, good care 
diall you have ! I will watch by your bed all 
night 

LIEUT. Faithful soul ! 

CORP. Let me only endeavour! — This house 
seems a decent one.— The people have shut them- 
selves up for fear of the French plunderers. They 
must open.-r-But my lieutenant should not have 
thought me a deserter for the sake of money. He 
should not have done so. 

LIEUT. For^ve me, old friend ! 

CORP. It^s long unce forgotten, and it's not 
worth talking about ! You are still my good lieu- 
tenant. — Now, quick to the door. {Knocks.) Hal- 
loo — open ! my lieutenant is dying, and must have 
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help. Open, I beseech you, hy all that 's sacred !~ 
Open ! be compas^onate !— 

LIEUT. No one hears you. 

CORP. Yes, they hear me well enough ; only 
they are afr^d. I hear them whispering within.— 
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The above. (The Merchant, from the haute). 

HEB. How can I help you? I will do eveiy 
thing in my power. 

CORP. Sir, take this officer, who is mortally 
wounded, into your house, provide a surgeon, and 
all t^all be yours that I can give you. 

iiER. You are Austrians! 

CORF. Captured and wounded Austrians ! 

MSB. Ah t how willingly would I help you 
— but I cannot 

coap. Why not ? 

MER. The enemy are in the town : I might 

coBF. Have some incotivenience I Fte, sir ; 
what is a little inconvenience to you, if you can 
save a fellow-creature f 

HEB. But 

COBF. Is there not money enough ?— there are 
more than a hundred ducats. 

MEB. Very good, but 

CORP. Is it not enough for you ? 

HER. The gold 
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CORP. Hold ! I have no more money, but I 
have a ulver watch — it is all I can command — take 
it and save my lieutenant. 

MEB. Brave man 1 

LIEUT. Heydetich, &ithful old soul ! 
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I shall be better in the fresh breeze than within in 
the narrow chamber. Iieave me here until the sur- 
geon declares whether my life may be spared. If 
I must die, I would willingly die under this fair 
sky! 

MEB. I '11 hasten after a surgeon. Corporal, go 
into the house, and let them ^ve thee some re- 
freshment. When my children see the Austrian 
colours, they will give you all they have. — 

CORP. Only send for a surgeon. 

HER. In five minutes 1 will be back with you. 
[Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

CORP. Now, lieutenant, now all is right. If 
the billet-mastera who are quartered in the church- 
yard lay hold of you, the quartermafiter^neral 
will not let you get away. 

LIEUT. Get into the house, good Heyderich, 
and refresh yourself: it seems to me you ov^- 
exert yourself. Joseph, you are old ; make not 
yourself intentionally ill. 

COB p. Never mind, lieutenant ; I have a strong 
c9n&titution. This cursed shot may bum, but it 
does not cost one's life. 
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LIEUT. My God, thy wound ! how could I 
have forgotten it ? 

CORF. There is nothing in it. It's only a 
grazing shot. I have more such on my body. 
But poff I will go in and bring you a fresh 
draught, that shall revive you. First give me 
once your hand. So — thanks from my heart, 
lieutenant ! you are a brave, a truly brave gentle- 
man ; and had it cost me my life, I must have 
found you again. Now Heaven has provided, 
and has not let an old warrior despair, who is so 
attached to his standard and to his emperor. {Goes 
inio the house.) 

LIEUT. Faithful and excellent heart ! And 
could I mistake P I'he thought that such a man 
lives beneath the sun almost makes its light again 
desirable to me. And why should I not live ? 
Why should I curse a b«ng in which perhaps 
many joys yet bloom for me, in which I may begin 
and accomplish many worthy things ? Are all 
prospects destroyed with the loss of a single battle ? 
By the eternal God ! I feel that I have yet claims 
to this earth, that I have yet a voice in the decision 
of life. He who sees noble beings around htm, 
who are twined about his heart, must be, indeed, 
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unwOHng to leave their presence for the Icmeliness 
of the grave ! 

coBp. (coming from the house with a Jiask of 
<mne and a glaSM.) Here, lieutenant, is a fresh 
and good draught of wine ; it ■will pour new fire 
into your veins. Now then — so — did you relish it ? 
LfEuT. A reviving draught ! You have drunk 
already, then. 

coKF. Oh I I can wait. 
LiBDT. Not drunk yet ! why not ? 
CORP. I have no great thirst: that may proceed 
from weariness, and will soon go off. 

LIEUT. So, ^t you down. Have you any fever ?_ 
COBP. Grod forbid ! 

LIEUT. Give me yet a mouthful. So — I tiiank 
thee. — Now tell me at length how came you to 
Voghera ? 

COBP. I was already beyond the Scrivia, when 
I learned the full retreat of our army. Now thou 
must to thy lieutenant ! — was my first thought. 
LIEUT. Gallant comrade ! 
COEP. I therefore went to the right about, re- 
turned back, and asked all the r^ments as they 
passed by for ours, till, at length, I found it. 
"Wha«isiDylieutenant?''criedI. "Dead," called 
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one, and ." dead " said another, " I saw him fall." — 
" He lies with eighty men of his company in the 
defile. Lord rest his soul !" cried a third. My 
heart was almost broken, but I still hoped, for I 
knew how many have lived when all considered 
them as dead. 

LIEUT. It's not much better. 

coKp. At length I saw a man ot our company. 
" Where is our lieutenant ?" cried I to him. " It 's 
over with him," was the answer ; " they drove him 
back in the engagement, and afterwards he was left 
dead in the field." Still I gave you not up for 
k>st, but was almost persuaded you must be living. 
Like one distracted, I ran through the ranks: 
" Have you not seen my lieutenant ?" was my eter- 
nal question. Every where they answered, one 
••no," and another "he is killed." I now began 
to despair, when, at length, a hussar galloping by 
cried, " an officer of your re^ment hes in Vc^hera 
mortally wounded, and will never more see the sun 
go down." That must clearly be you ; my resolu- 
tion was speedily taken to save you, were it with 
the risk of life. 

LiEtTT. Noble man I 

coap. I gave the oinnpany's chest to the majm-, 
o3 
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who iras just riding by, and ran back to tbe Scri- 
Tia; there I stole through our outposts, sprang 
into the stream and swam across. 

LiEiTT. Heydeiich ! Heyderich 1 if I forget 
th»- 

COKP. It's all rep^d, lieutenant; it 's all repaid. 
Our people on the bank, who looked on me as a 
deserter, fired on me ; oae of them grazed my arm, 
but what of that ? I came safely here. — I a de- 
serter ? — I go over to the enemy? — then must tbe 
Lord of Heaven have struck me with his lightning, 
if I, an old fellow, would have become a rascal ! 

LIEUT. And was it possible I could attribute it 
to thee 7 

cOBP. Zounds ! lieutenant, I had quite forgotten 
that, or I should not have named it. In short, I 
came here. " Who goes there ?" cried a French 
sentry: "A deserter," answered I, and they let me 
pass unhindered. I ran still faster, till I came to 
Voghera, when I sought a long time in vain in the 
market-place among the dying and the dead, until 
good fortune led me to this street. And now I 
have found you again, and have preserved you. 
Lord of Heaven ! I will now from my hesrt will- 
ii^ly die, since I know that my lieutenant is cared 
for. 
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LiEDT. Comrade, I am eternally thy debtor; 
give me thy hand. Let me embrace thee, thou true 
honest heart I 
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HEB. I bare hopes ; it seems to me the surgeon 
is not anxious ; bende the young man is able in 
his profesatm, and will certainly use every means to 
preserve the brave officer. 

coBP. Alaa, that I cannot do this ! that I 
understood it ! what delight it were I — Sir, ask him 
yet what he thinks — if he believes ? — 

MEB. (to the Surgeon). Well ?— 

SDR. There is cert^Iy danger, yet deliverance 
is probable. I think I can save him ; I think the 
lieutenant may recover, 

COKP. Victoria! my Ueutenant' will recover. 
My dear doctor, is it true ? Victoria ! Victoria ! 
Now I thank thee, gracious Heaven ! that my little 
strength is spared yet so long ; now I could willingly 
die.— Is then my lieutenant preserved ?—> Victoria ! 
he will recover. 

LIEUT. Good faithful soul ! 

8UB. {to the Merchant). Haste now, my 
friend, and prepare a chamber with a soft bed for 
the lieutenant ; then #e will place him thet%, and 
good fate, good nursing, and a good conBtituU<Hi, 
will certainly maintain their right. 

HER. I hasten. (Goe3 itdo the home). 

LiEiit. Doctor, first of all examine My brave 
corporal. He has a shot in the arm which he 
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received on m; account. Dress hint in the best 
mann^ you can. 

CORP. First you, my lieutenant. 

LIEUT. When I am in the chamber, not before. 

stra. Let me see, corpora]. 

CORP. It is nothing. {The Surgeon examines 
the vxnmd). 

LIEDT. Well ? 

SUB. The wound is con«derabl& 

CORP. God forbid !—CvljMfe.; Silence I— 

SUR. Dangerous '. 

CORP. {Atide.) Silence, — I say, silence ! — 

SUR. The pulse are much afiected. 

LIEUT. Good Heavens ! his age, — the over-heat- 
ing, — and the plunge into the Scrivia ! 

CORP. {Aside.) Good Heavens ! be ulent. 

SUR. Nay, ar, here is much danger, wink at me 
as you wilL Your vital powers are destroyed. 

LIEUT. And all this for me .' 

CORF. Be without anxiety ; I have a strong ccm- 
stitution. 

LiEut. Good Heavens ! Heyderich, thou art 
pale, Heyderich. 

8UH. He is ^ddy. 

CORF. It is only fancy ; I stand yet firm on my 
feet. 
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fiOR. You tremble ! — Be seated. 

LIEUT. Joseph, what is the matter with thee ? 

CORP. I beliere I have not much longer to live. 

LIEUT. Grood Heavetis ! how perceivest thou 
thatP 

SUB. I fear ! I feat ! 

CORF. Out with it I lies will nut do now. All 
seems so black before my eyes ! I believe it will 
soon be all over with me. 

LIEUT. Heyderich * 

6UX. I expect it. His age, the enonnous exer- 
tion, — the sudden chill, — the wound, — the loss of 
blood.— 

LIEUT. Save him, doctor ; save him ! 

sex. I believe it is in vain. The grave demands 
a debt long since due. 

LiRUT. He was such a brave — brave soldier, 
and yet must die so wretchedly, not in glorious 
6ght by his banner. 

CORP. Glorious P — I die not, indeed, be^de my 
banner, but I die Jbr my banner ; for I have pre- 
served a valiant officer for my emperor, and I am 
prouder of this than if I had saved the standard. 
Fresh standards may be embroidered and gilded, 
but such a hero as my lieutenant is not ea^y to he 
found. 
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SUB. Do you feel any paJn at your breast ? 

CORF. Enough to break my heart ! 

EUR. Then think on God ! 

CORP. With him I have ah-eady reckoned early 
to-day ; there only remains now to take leave of my 
lieutenant. 

LIEUT. Joseph 1 Joseph ! thou diest for me ! 

CORP. My eyes grow dim. Where is your 
hand— your hand, lieutenant ? — Give it to me for 
the last time- So, farewell t — I have no need to 
make any will, I have no children, nothing but tlus 
watch, lieutenant ; take it in remembrance of an 
honest old fellow, who was faithful to you — ^faith- 
ful even to death. — 

LIEUT, And I must he saved at such a price \ 

CORP. And when you reach your country again, 
say to my comrades, that it was my last will that 
you should declare to them I was no deserter. I 
have remained a good Austrian to the grave, have 
served my emperor bravely, and have died Kke an 
honest fellow ! 

LIEUT. Thou wilt live in the remembrance of 
all good men. 

COBF. Assure me again that my lieutenant shall 
recover. 
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8UB. With Qod'B hdp I do not despur <^ it. 

CORP. Now close, old eyet ! Victoria ! I have 
preserved my lieutenant ! {Diet). 

I,IEUT. Good Heavens E he falls. — 

sus. Never to rbe agmn t — 

LIEUT. Has be expired ? — 

BUS. His time is out ! — 
LIEUT. Let toe approach him.— Thus kneel 
I in sorrow and in enthusiasm over Ihee, thou 
true departed friend i — Fatherland, behold ! — such 
hearts beat in thy children I — Such deeds ripen 
imder thy sun 1 — Fatherland, thou mayeet be 
proud 1 
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POETIC HOURS, 



POEMS ORIGINAL AND TRANSLATED, 
STANZAS TO MUSIC, 

Thefittowing ore the eritical tettlmoniaU infaamr o/the 
Poetic Himrss— 

" It is, on the wbole, a most pleasing volume, and 
farms a deligbtfiil addition to our stores of elegant and 
tasteful poetrj,"— Brighton Herald. 

" We have much satisfaction in directing the iavour- 
ablenoticeof our readers to the work whose title we have 
transcribed above. The boolc is entitled to much com- 
mendation, and embraces jnerit of a very superior kind, 
and we should strongly recommend the author to culti- 
vate those powers, of tne possession of which he has thus 
afforded abundant proof. A tone of genuine poetic feel- 
ing pervades most of the pieces." — Brighton Gazelie. 

" The readers of light and pleasing poetij will find, 
in the perusal of these pieces, a source of delightAil 
gratification. The poems are short, and the subjects 
those which naturally present themselves to a person of 
taste and sensibility. They are, in general, character- 
ised by an easy flow of verse, and a refinement of senti- 
ment, which proves them to be the effusions of a chaste 
and cnltivateil mind."— Caledonian Mercart/. 

" We cannot conclude our brief notice of these ju- 
venile efiusioDs of a truly poetic spirit, without re- 
minding their author that he is capable . of much higher 
fhiugs, and that the specimens he has here furnished us 
of ele^nt and harmonious versification, as well as of 
beautiful imagery, and exquisite feeling, are so many 
pledges of his undertaking something of mere " pith 
and moment," that will justify the hopes which we 
venture to entertain of his future celebrity ; while, of 
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the Tork before us, we thinic tt but right to declare we 
hare seldom seea amaiden volume of so tnuch promise." 
— PkUomathic Journal {Jan. 1826.) 

" This work contains many pleasing specimena. Some 
of the translations are given with much spirit, and the 
whole volume is replete with tender ieeling, and gentle 
affection, espreased in langnage generally correct, and 
Dot unfrequently graceful. We can assure Mr. Rich- 
ardson that we sHeJI be happy to meet with faim again, 
for we hare not been insensible to the promise of future 
excellence which his present publication displays." — 
Gentleman t Magaxine, {March, 1826.) 

" The poems of Mr. Richardson have been sedulously 
noticed in almost every periodical work, and every news- 
paper of consequence, so there remains but little for ua 
to say about them. The poem, called " The Stono," 
is, in many parts, very powerful, and convinces us 
that we may expect compositions from his pen of no 
ordinary character." — Monthly Magazine, A'eio Seriei, 
(Feb. 1826.) 

The Nen Monthly Magazine attributes to the writer 
" the possession of considerable metrical talent ;" and 
assigns ntm " a very respectable rank" among the writ- 
ers of the age. 

For a fovourable account of these pAems, see, also. 
The Literary Gazettn, Lileraru Magnet, Spirit and 
Manner* of the Age, Glasgoai Free Prett, 8(C. 

London : Published by Longman, Rees, Orme, Brown, 



SpteiUy tritt he PtMiAed, alto hg At tame Author, 
A TRANSLATION OF BOUTERWEK'S HIS- 
TORY OF GERMAN LITERATURE, 

SKETCHES IN PROSE AND VERSE, 
In 2 Volumes, consisting of Tj(lbs and Poeus. 
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= nutmrt CftMcrUicft U feiaet OtieiiuafKtfMa.] Sis lefen 
in bet %off. 8^: Qn £citen6i)inS Umoe&ung entftanb na4 
bent SSoffEnftUl^anb ira SiiBuft 1818, unteiftutt Mm ben Cffisieien 
be* Sufeatvf^En greilor))*, bie „3ettung aitl betn Selblaaa:"' SMiin 
fte^ nun, 9tt. 11 emn 7. Sobemgcr 1818. eitte ^54ft metltouibioe, 
bi«^ nfa^ edonnte (Befbilt bei 6d|tDett[iebei Hon X^eoboc jUt> 
net mii Unlecjeii^unfl feinea DoQen KaoienB, aQem Itnft^in na4 
bie ftu^fte Aonaejituin Mi Sttbel, bie laulel: 
Su SdbtDei;^ «ii nteiaei Stnlen, 
Sic ftcttnblufi ift bein WiiOenl ' 
Kit ^iftet Siebe OUut 
eiffiuK im meinen Shdl 

.Kid ttoQt ein UutftM Scitecl 
Snnn Mini u6 iekt fo Seiter, 
9in fieien 9R^neS SSm, 
£at ftenet nti4 fo feficl 

3a, entet SAoeii. baS £in i4, 
Itno fteue mr4 necetnttifl, 
sm tDotft bu neine Smut; 
tlH) toaxea ait aH^catl 
odijeiUitoi afejM 

. li em sleiOKi Seuet. 

i erft Jtoninienetuft 
k bit Mtmfiwcn ntuft." 
Soft ai(& niAt taifle loaiten, 
Mbc mxSi guat Sieoeleasten, 
wotL Dtoflein Blutifiut. 
Unb <nifgAIu6toit-xobI 
.Kun nidrt ndr on bn Sinlen 
Slorf iA tier^Mlen blinlen, 
. Salb on bie Sletme tiout 
(Sea fntt^itdub bie Stout!' 

SaAt <tuf. itrt tiouten Stteiiet, 
BBodgt auf. iw beutfdicn 9tettn, 
Sc&cmt meinel SicMenA v»qt 
»ebi enbaeitifeft bet ®<ftlaAtT 
.60 nuts mil Sdlem Slinfien 
I Sum Sana em ioet fdtonngen 

Sn jTeinbeimitten lout 
j^uttal bie (SifenfoKtutr 

Kf. fHtil fcew VaikMbe me IMfral «9itHtr.1 iBei SoiktHH 
in fionbon nitb bicfer Xoee eine weittwlle Steliirue gum SffcnU 
lichen ajerlauf flelangen, namtii^ ein Sorbbu^ Oom SJIofloi'ifeiffe 
I ..^ictar^" auS Im Zogert ^ei Sc^Iad^t ban Xrafalaar. Siie ^iiu 
trasunsen baiin ifammen tun bem Seselmeiltet Sltlinfon. Son 
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